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S I R» 

WH E N the C&nnotjittr and the Jrti/l meet iit 
ihtPatrony it is prefumed to be with peculiar 
proprietv that Mafter-pieces, of the Art, in which 
ht excels, lay claim to his prote£lion. — A SeUnion 
of modern Prologues and Epilogues^ cannot, therefore, 
be more properly flieltered, than under the Patronage 
of Mr. (jarejck. 

That flowing vein of Wit and facetious turn of 
Humour, which enter into his numerous compofitiont^ 
of this kind, difplay a fund of moft exquifite plea- 
fiintry ; which fets him above every competitor in 
this fpecies of writing* 

Not only mafter of the whole difpofition of that 
little world, the Theatre ; but, pofTefTed of talents^ 
the moft diftingui(hed, for obfervation on men and 
manners in general, an intimate knowledge of the 
world at large became early familiar to him. 

. Hence that admirable facility, with which, heaf- 
fumed, like a Proteus, the refemblance of others ^ or^ 
ntber, like the Dervifi, whofe foul could take pof- 
feffion of inanimated bodies, he infpired them with 
llky. and exhibited them to the age in their true 
form and preflure. Hence it is, alfo, that Mr. Gar- 
rick's excellence, in refpc6l to thefc appendages to 
the Drama, conftitutes but a part of the merit of his 
literary charadlcr, 

A 
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A DRAMATIC genius, formed on the fame plan as 
was that of our immortal Shakespeare, could 
not fail of (baring a coiifiderable portion of the powers 
of poetical defer iption» sls well as of perfinal ^aion. 
Congenial faculties evidently direfled them both to 
fhe fame purfuits, urged them in the fame career ; 
and, if both did not equally fucceed in the difFerent 
walks of their profeffion, it is doubtlefs for the reaf» 
ion aiBgned by the Philofopher. 

Two Sciences will no one g^enius fit $ 
So wide is Art ! fo narrow Hunuui Wit f 

To the honour 9f Both, however, it will be re- 
membered, that the P$et as much excelled the Aa$r 
in the «»#, as the AUt excelled the Peet in the ithm 
in his own excellence each equally inimitable I Ta 
iay this, of Mr* Garrick, to himfclf, may carry 
with it the appearance of adulaiion; but, whatever 
the appearance, flattery is a meannefs, of whieh,. 
none, who know> will accule the author of the pro» 
fent addrefs. 



I am, Sir» 

your's &Cr 

The EDITOR.. 



THEATRICAL BOUC^UET. 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ • - • , .»mi > >m 

PROLOGUE 

TO 

INTRIGUING CHAMBER-MAID, 
Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 

AS when fome ancient hofpitable feat. 
Where Plenty oft has giv*n the jovial treat, 
Where in fall bowls each welcome Gueft has drownM 
All forrowing thoaght, while mirth and joy went round : 
Is by fome wanton worthleft Heir deftroy'd^ 
It's once fall rooms growa a defer ted void ; 
With fighs each neighbour views the mournful places 
With fighs each recollects what once it was. 

So does our wretched Theatre appear ; 
For mirth and joy once kept their revels here. 
Here the Beau-montfe in crouds repaired each day^ 
And went well pleas'd and entertain'd away. 
While Okifield here hath charmM the lifPning Age. 
And M^ilks adorn'd, and Booth hath filled the SUge; 
Soft Eunuchs warbled in fuccefslefs ilrain. 
And Tumblers (hew'd their little tricks in vain : 
Thofe Boxes flill the brighter circles were. 
Triumphant Toafts received their homage there* 
But now, alas ! how alterM is our caie ! 
' I view with tears this poor deferted place. 
None to our Boxes now in pity ftray. 
But Poets (tec o'ch* Houfe, and Beaux who never pay." 
No longer now we fee our crouded door 
Send the late Comer back again at four* 
At feven now into our empty Pit 
Drops from his counter fome old prudent Cit, 
Contented with twelve-pennyworth of Wit. 
—Our Author^ of a gen'rous foal poflefs'd. 
Hath kindly aim'd to fuccour the diflrefs'd ; 
To-night what he ihall offer in our caufe 
Alrea^ hath been blcH with your applaufe^ 
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3 THEATRICAL BOUQ^UET. 

Yet this his Mufe maturer hath revised. 

And added more to that which once fo mnch yea priz'd. 

We Aie, not mean to make a partial Friend^ 

But without Prejudice at leafl attend. ' 

If we are dull, e'en cenfure, but we trufl. 

Satire can ne'er difpleafe you when 'tis jud : 

Nor can we fear a brave, a gen'rous Town 

Will join to crufh us when we're almoft down. 



PROLOGUE UPON PROLOGUES. 

BY MR. GARRICK, 

Spoken by Mr. Kino. 

Ani^ ^igaiy it 'will d9 fir amy othtr Play as well as this, 

Batis* 

AN old trite Proverb let me quote ! 
—-As is your cloth, fo cut your coat.— « 
To fuit our Author, and his Fara, 
Short let roe be 1 for wit is fcarce. 
Nor would I ihew it, had I any ; 
The reafons why are ftrong and many : 
Should I have Wit, the Piece has none, *> 

A flafli in pan with empty gun, > 

The Piece is fure to be undone. J 

A tavern with a gaudy figo, 
Whofe bufh is better than the wine,_ 
l^ay cheat you once— \\ ill that device, 

Niat as imported, cheat you twice ? 
»Tis wrong to raife your expedations : 

Poets be dull in dedications ! 

Dalneft in thcfe to wit prefer— - 

But there indeed you feldom err. 

In Prologues, Prefaces, be flat ! 

A filvcr button fpoils your hat. 

A thread-bare coat might jokes efcape, 

Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 

A cafe in point to this before ye. 

Allow me, pray, to tell a ftory ! 
To tarn the penny, once a Wit, 

Upon a csiioos fancy hi( ; 
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Hung oat a board, on which he boafted» 

DiSMirfor ihree-pensct SoiPJ euii roafttd! 

The hungry read, and in they trip 

With eager eye, and fmacking lip 1 

•• Here! bring this boil'd and roafted, pray i^*^ 

—Enter Matoes^^reR each nvaj. 

AUdar'd and rofe, the hoafe forfook* 

And damn'd the dinner— kick'd the cook« 

My landlord found, poor Patrick Kellj^ 

There was no joking with the belly. 

Thefe fa£U laid down, then thm I reafon, 
Wit in a Prologue's out of f^afon. 
Yet ftill will you for jokes fit watching. 
Like Cock-Lant folks for Favry^s fcratching« 
And here my fimile's fo fit ! 
For Prologues are bat ghofts of wit ; 
Which mean to (hew their art and (kill. 
And fcrafich you to their Author's will. 

In ihort, for reafons great and fmall, 
^Tis better to have none at all. 
Prologues and Ghojis—z paltry trade ! 
So let 'em both at once be laid! 
Say bot the word— give your commands^ 
We'll tie our Prologue- monger's hands : 
Confine thefe culprits ! {holifing up his hateJs) bind 'em tightt 
Nor girls can fcratch, nor fools can write. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

DESERT ISLAND. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. OARRICK* 

la $he Cbaraaer of a Drunken Po«. 

ALL, all fhall out--aIl th^ I know and feel ; 
Y\ I will by heav'n— to higher pow'rs appcall — 
Behold a bard !^no author of to-night- 
No, no,-i— they can't fay that, with all their fpightc 
Ay, yoH may frown (looking behind the /cents) I'm ftt 

you, great and fmall — 
Yonr poets, players, managers and alll-* 

' » ^ Theft 
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Thcfc fools within here, fwcar that I'm in !'ciu-»-— i 

My paflion warms me — makes my uu'rance i.:;. . • 

I cotter too— but that's the gout and pain. — 

French wines, and living high, have been my buLc.—- 

From all teinptations now, 1 wifely fleer me \ 

Nor will I (uffer one fine woman near me. 

And this I facrifice, to give you pleafure— 

For yeu I've coined my brains,— -and here's the treafure \ 

[Pulls out a manuJcrifU 
A treafure this, of profit and delight ! 
i^nd all thrown by for this damn'd fluff to-night :— 
This is a play would water cv'ry eye !— 
If I but look upon't, it makes me cry : 
This play would tears from blood-ilain'd foldiers draw^. 
And melt the bowels of hard-hearted law ! 
Would fore and aft the florm-proof failor rake !— • 
Keep turtle-eating aldermen awake ! 
Would the cold blood of ancient maidens thrill. 
And make ev'n pretty younger tongues lie Hill. 
This play not ev'n managers would refufc,— 
Had heav'n butgiv'n 'em any brains to chufe!-— 

\_Puti up his manvfcriptm 
Your bard to-night, bred up in ancient fchool, 
Defigns and meafures all by critic rule ; 
Wongil friends *^it goes no farther,— He's a fool. 
So very clafiic, and To very dull— 
His itftrt ijland is his own dear fkull : 
No-frol to make the playhoufe ring, and rattle. 
No trumpets, thunder, ranting, ilorms, or battle! 
' But all yonr fine poetic prittle prattle. 
The plot is this. — A lady's call away — 
** Long before the beginning of the play ;'* 
And they are taken by a fi flier man. 
The Ikdy and the child— 'tis Bays^^ plan— 
So on be blunders. — He's an Irijhman.'^^ 
'Tis all alike — his comic fluff I mean — *> 

I hate all hamour— it gives me the fpleen ; ^ 

So damn 'em both, with all mv heart, unfight, unfccn. J 
But fhould you ruin him, ftill I'm undone — 
I've try*d all ways to bring my Phcenix on — 

[Shrwin^ his plaj a^ain. 
Flatter I can with any of their tribe— 
Can cot and flafh—- indeed I cannot bribe ; 
WiMt muft I do then ?— be^ jrou to fubfcribe. 
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THEATRICAL BOUCUJET. "y 
Be kind ye boxes, galleries* and pit-* 
'Tti bnc a crown a piece, for all this wit : 
All Aerling wit— to puff myfelf I hate— 
You'll ne'er (upply your wants at fuch a rate f 
*Tis worth your money, I would fcorn to wrong ye,-* 
Yoa (iiiileconfiBntp-*111 fend my hat among ye. 

[Goffrgt k$ returns 
So much beyond all praifeyour bounties fwell ! > 

Not my own tongue^ my gra-ti-tude can tell— ?" 



•* A little flatt'ry fometimes does well.' 



[Sfaggtrj if. 



PROLOGUE 

C <.S ..' . TO \ _- 

DAP. HNE.AND AMYNTOR. 

A SKILFUL cook this ufeful art will boail« 
j[\ To htSht and mince, as well as boil and road : 
Our cook, to<mght,. has, for your Aunt, knade bold, 
To ha(h a ^iece of venTon that was cold ; 
With frefh ingredients feafons high the ftew^ 
And hopes the guelb will heartily fall too. 

Leaving the piece to anfwer for itfelf^ 
We beg your favour for a little elf ;• *i- 
A young one, and a good one; yet no flnner; 
And though a female, has no mifohief in her ; 
Though oft with fyirn fong fhe charmed your car a^. 
She now has other hope; , arid other fears t- 
She hopes, not yet content with what h done. 
To find more ways into your hearts than one. 
A paiiion lon^ihe hid, till out it broke. 
And thus, with blufliing diffidence, fhe fpoko : 
•* What joys, what raptures, in my breaft would fpring, 
** Had I but leave to a6t, as well as fing; 
** Though young I am, and dificult the trade is,' 
** In time, I'll do as much as other ladies." 
Ye giant wits, who run a tilt at all. 
Who fpare, nor fex, nor a«, nor great, «0r fmaFY, 
Should you, fell critics ! like the Frmci; wild bead i 
With gluttony refiaM^ on damfels feaft,— 

B 3 " Spare 
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6 T-HEATRICAL B O U Q^U E T. 
Spare our's awhile U«Let her fome fubflaQce get, 
PJumpt high with fame. — She's fcarce a mouthful yet^ 
Or would you, ladies, Arike thefe giants dumb. 
You can proted her from their Fee, Fa, Fum I 
1'hough humble dow, how foon would (he be vain. 
Should yoH but cry.— Bravo !— We'll come again. 
To raifc your fmiles, were it her happy lor. 
For fmiles are honeft, when the hands are not ; 
Should you our little fongflrefs kindly treat. 
With gratitude her little heart would beat ; 
What raptures for a female, and fo young. 
To have a double right to ufe her tongue I 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

H E C U B Ai 

WRITTEN BY MR. L L O Y Db 

Spoken by Mr» Garrick, 

AG R ^ C I A N bard, two thoufand years agp, 
Plan'd this fad fable of illuflrioub woe ; 
Waken'd each foft emotion of the brcaft. 
And call'd forth tears that would not be fupprefs'd. 

Yet, oh ye mighty Sirs, of judgment chafte. 
Who lacking genias, have a deal of tafte. 
Can yea forgive our modern antient piece. 
Which brings no choros, thoueh it comes from Greea ; 
Xind focial chorus, which all humours meets. 
And fine% and dances op and down the flreets. 
—Oh might true tafte in thefe nndaffic days. 
Revive the Graecian fafliions with their plays ! 
Thest raisM on ftilts, par play'rt would ftalk and rage. 
And at three ftep, ftride o'er a modern flage ; 
Each gellnre then woold boafl unofoal charms, 
FromTengthen'd lees, ftuflfd body, fprawling arms I 
Your critic eye woold then no pigmies fee, 
Bnt buikiatmake a giant, ev'n of me. 
No featotes then the poet's mind would trace. 
Bat one bUnk vizor blotoot all the face. 

O! gto. 
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O ! glorious timesy when aftors thus could Ilrike 
Expreffive, inexpitflivey all alike 1 
Lets change of face, than in our Punch they faw. 
For Punch can roll his eyes, and wag his jaw^ 
With one fet glare they mouth'd the rumbling verfe^ 
And Gog and Magog look'd not half fo fierce I 

Yet though deprived of inftruments like thefe ; 
Nature, perhaps, may find a way to pleafe ; 
Which, wherdfoe'er flie glows with genuine flame. 
In Grgfcit in Romif in EuglanJt is the fame. 

Of raiirry then, ^e modern wits, beware. 
Nor damn the Graecian poet for the play'r. 
Their's was the ikil), with honeft help of art, 
To win, by jnft degrees, the yielding heart. 
What if our ^haktjpittn claims the magic throne. 
And in one inftant makes us all his own : 
They dififer onlv in the point of view. 
For SImkiJfiarn nature, was their nature too* 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

S E T H O N A, 

WRITTEN BY MR. G A R R I C lU 

Spoken by Mrs« Barry^ 

A S it IS provM hyfihcUrs ofgretit/ame, 
,/\ That Gipfas and Egyptiam are the fame ; 
I, from my throne of Mempbit^ (htft the fcene. 
And of the Gipfiij, now Hep forth the Queen I 
Suppofe, that with a blanket on my ihoulder, 
An old ftrip'd jacket, petticoat dill older. 
With ebon locks, in wild difordcr fpread,, 
The diadem, a clout about my biad\ 
My dingy Majefly here takes her ftandt 
Two children at my back, and one in hand ; 
With curtfey thus— and arts my mother taught, 
I'll tell your fortunes, as a Gipfey ought : 
Too far to reach your palms-^Fll mark your traces,. 
Which face, has drawn upon your comely £iccs f 

B 4 $€• 
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« THEATRICAL BOUCLU£T. 
See what is written on the oatward fkin. 
And from the title page^ know all 'within: 
Firft, in your faces * I will mark each letter- 
Had they been cleaner, I had feen 'em better ; 
Yet through (hat clood Tome rays of fon-fhine darta 
An unwafh'd face oft veils the cleaned heart. 
That honefl T^r, with Nancy by his fide. 
So loving, leering, whifpers thas his bride, 
•' 1 love you, Nancy, faith and troth I do, 
*' Sound as a bifcuit is my heart, and true ; 
*' Indeed, dear Johnny, fo do I lore you." 
Love on, fond pair, indulge your inclination, 
You ne'er will know» for want of education. 
Hate J inJUelityi and feparation*"^ 
Some Cii$ I fee look dull, and fome look gay^ 
As in Change-Alley they have pafs'd the day, 
C>ity Barometers /'^for as flocks go, 
VVi.at Mercury they have, it Aigh or low. 
What's in the wind which makes that Patriot vere f 
He fmclls zcontrafi or ht^ry next year ; 
Some Courtiers too I fee whofe features low'r* 
Jull turning Patriots^ they begin XQfouri 
What in your faces can a Gipfy fee ? 
Ye Youths of faihion, and of family I 
What are we not to hope from tafte and rank? 
All prizes in this lottery ?— Blank— blank — blank— ^ 
Now for the Za//V/— I *io lines can fpy 
To tell their fortones*— and I'll tell you why ; 
Thofe £ne* drawn lines, which would their fate dlfplay. 
Are by the hMid of folhion brnlhM away % 
Pity it iff, on beauty's faired fpot. 
Where tutiun writes hor bed they make a blot !— 
Fd tell our AuthtU fortune, but his face. 
As diftanc far as India from ihis place, 
Requires a keener fight than mine to view ; 
Hm FoaxuHictn be only told by tou. 

# To the Upper Gallery. 



EPILOGUE 



THrEATRrcAL bouqji«t; ;^ 

E P I L O G U 15 

to 

CHOLERIC M. A. Ifc 

BY MR. OAR RICK,' 

Spoken hf Mrs. Abinotdit^ 

AS Pm an jfritfif can my ikil] do better. 
Than paint yoar pidurtsi £or I'm mndi yoar 
debtor : 
YW draw the out-lioes-^finifli at my leifure, 
A groupelike yon won 'd be a charmimg treafure t 
Here is my pencil,, here my fketching book. 
Where for tbii work, I memorandums took ^. 
I will in full, three quarters, and profile. 
Take your fweet faces, nay, your thoughts I'll Aeal;, 
From my good* friends above, their wives and doxies,. 
Down to MaJamu, and Momfifur^ in the boxes : 
Now for it. Sirs ! — I beg from top to bottom, 
You'Jl keep your features fix'd 'till I have got 'em. 
Firft for fine GgntUmn my fancy ftretches— 
They'll be more like, the ilighter are the fketches : 
Such unembodied form invention racks; 
Pale cheeks^ dead tycs^ thin bodies, and long backs \ 
They would be bell in (hades, or virgin wax. 
To m^ktjine Ladies like, the toil is vain, 
Unlefs I paint 'em o'er and o'er again : 
In frod, tho' not a flower its charms difclp/es, 
Tbij can, like hot-houfcs, produce their rofes. 
At you. Coquettes f my pencil now takes aim ! Y^ 

In love's Change-Alley playing ail the game ; !> 

J^'ll paint you ducklings waddling cue quite lame. jj^ 

The Prude^s moft virtuous fpite, I'll next portray ; 
Railing at gaming — loving private play. 
Quitting the gay ?0ff-/0/r, and wou'd be witty^ 
I come to you, my Patretut in the eitv : 
1 like your honed, open, Enp-lfjh Iooks ; 
They {how too— -that you well employ ycnr cookf l-^^* 
Have at you now— Nay, Mifter— pray doa't ftir. 
Hold up your head, your fkt becomes yoOf Sir ; 

B. ^ Lctr. 
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Leer with yoot eyes — as thus — now fmirk— well done ! 
You're ogling. Sir — a haunch of vcnifon. 
Some of yoa fickle Patriots I ihall pafs, 
^uch brittle beings^ will be bed on glafs. 
"SowComniirs you— looks meant your thoughts to fmother ^ 
Uanifs fixt on one thing — ejis upon another ; 
For Politicians^ I have no dark tints. 
Such clouded brows are fine for wooden prints. 
To diftant climes if modem Jajons roam. 
And bring the golden Fleece with curfes home, 
I'll blacken them with Indian ink— but then 
My hands, like theirs, will ne'er be clean again. 
Though laft, not lead in love, I come to • y ov ! 
And 'tis with rapture, nature's Tons 1 view ; 
"With warmeft tints fhall glow your jolly faces, ^ 

Joy, love, aad laughter, there have fix'd their places, ( 
Free from weak nerves, bon-ton, ennui, and foreign T 
graces. J 

I'll tire you now no more with pencil ftrlAures r 
I'll copy thefe— next week fend home your pi^urts. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

MATILDA. 

A TRAGIC talc, from Norman William's age,. 
Simple, and unadorn'd, attempts the Suge.. 
Oarillly Bard, more fimple than his ule. 
Thinks oh your polifh'd manners to prevail ; 
What in thofe barb'rous days were counted crimeS|» 
Are flip&of courfe in thefe enlightened times t 
let not your Anccftors too rude appear. 
Though firm in friendlhip, and in love fincere. 
Love then like glory did each heart inflame, 
Btamtj wsa ntirtuif and to win it, fornix 
Now Lovers lofe their Miftreflea with grace» 
As at New -Market they woald lofe a race. 
Where, if in hopes they iecm a little crofs'd,^ 
*Tis for ike aoney of the match tha^s loft. 

• To tbrGtUefitf. 
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Wben tilts and toarnaments call'd forth the brave^ 

The fame of fpotlefs innocence to fave» 

Each gallant Knight preferred his love to lift. 

For tEn the greatcft blefling was a vifi{p : 

To prove their chaftity the dauntlefs fair 

Woatd walk throngh flames, nor finge a fingle hairi: 

Nay, fome fo chaite, fo cold to all defire. 

Not only 'fcapM it, they pat out the fire \ 

But now no Heroes die for love*s fweet paffion^ 

And JSirf Trials are quite out of faihion. 

Ye fons of Frailty— you whom rage devoan. 

For you this night the Mufe exerts her pow'rs ; 

With criioifon hands, pale cheeks, and blood-fhot eyef>, 

She bids the furies in their, terrors rife ! 

In valour's bread their fcorpion ftings they dart, 

Firft fire the br»n,^ and then corrupt the heart. 

But what avails all virtue ! Peon's gull, 

Like whirlwinds, drive it from the heart like daft|- 

When reafon dawns, well mav repentance moura 

Love, friendlhip^ duty, by the roots up-torn. 

To footh this fatal vice, the flatterer tells^ 

In flormy minds how warmed friendihip dwells ; 

The tree whofe flicltering arms fpread Kindly round^. 

If lightening flruck, ]ies blafled on the ground ; 

In vain will merits paft indulgence claim. 

One moment's raihnefs blafts whole years of fame* 



EPILOGUE 
T a 

s p L E K n; 

Spoken by Mrs. ICikg, 
In tbt CiaraSfiT of Dr, Anodyne. 

A FEMALE dodor^ Sirs !«-and pray why. not ? 
Hwejou from Nature a fole patent gotf 
Can you chain down experience, fenfe, and knowledge^ 
(Like, madmextin ftraight waiflcoats) to the coUegef - 
Let MS prefcribe !-— our wholefome revolutioaa 
Would qoi^y mend yonr crazy coAftitotioAs. « 

B& Invcft 
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Inveft a female with a fevcrend caflbck* 
What fpruce divine would more become the hafTock ? 
Or robe her in a lawyer^s gown and band. 
What judge fo fweet a pleader could withdand ? 
Into St. Stephen's chapel let us go ! 
What power our aje would have ; what force oar no ! 
Try us in all things— there are y^ry few. 
We women could not do, as well as you. 
. Shew me thro' all creation, thofe who can» 
A fiercer tyrant than the tyrant man. 
Lion to lionefs is calm and civil. 
But man. with woman — plays the v^ty devil. 
In France, where potittjfe fhould rule the land. 
The fceptre's wrefted from a female hand. 
A fpoafe in China keeps his brain from madding. 
By crippling Dearee's feet to fpoil her gadding. 
While the grand Turk, lord of a vaft feraglio. 
Warms the whole houfe—himfelf one great Buzaglo. 
Htre wt*rc denied the privilege to think. 
And fcarce allow'd the ufe of pen and ink. 
But mark your playhoufe wits, and fairly tell. 
If we poor women could not write as well : 
Yes, ladies, we ^ave written, and we w/// ; 
No lords, alive, or dead, fhall itop our quill. 
Break down the fences of a partial tribe, 
And let ms too preach, counfcl and prefcribc 1 
Firm as Rome's matrons, bold as dames of Sparta, 
■Xet EngHihwomen form a female Magna Charta; 
Aflert your rights, you mud command fuccefi. 
And make King John fubmit to brave Queen Befs. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

A L M I D A. 

WRITTEN BT MR. CARRICK^ 

Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 

A FEMALE bard, far from her native land, 
A female (hould nrotea—lo ! here I (land. 
To claim of Chivalry the ancient rites, 
^md throw t^y gauntlet at aM entrc knigbu f 
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Nor only for oor AathVefs sum I come ; 
I rife a champion for the fex at home ! 
Will (hield you, ladies, from the flandriag-crev^,. 
And prove Greekf, Romans, all muA yielato^0«^ 
IVe'read how women« many of condidonr 
Did, 'ere fome conqa'ror llorm'd a town, petitioo. 
That each might take a load npon^ her back, ^ 

Oat march'd the dames, but carried no iloffl hck, > 
They bore their loving liu(baiids pick-a-pack ! J 

The fame domedic zeal has each fair ihe^ 
In fall perfedion at the CoUrie ; 
For don't they bargain when they quit their houfesi^ 
At Pleafure's call, to carr^ too tbiir fpoufcs ! 
Whereas with you, ye fair ones, (hall we fee 
That Roman virtue — bo/pTtmlity / 
The foreign arlifts can your {toWti fecure^^ 
If he be finger, fidler, or friteur ; 
From our dull yawning fcenes fatiguM you go» 
And croud to Fantoccini* % puppet-fltow ; 
Each on i^tfartign things with rapture ftares ! 
Svtjut dears !'"tbey*rtmor$likiJUJb and blo$d $haa fla^^ffF 
As what tvt do, yon modiflily condemn, 
So now turn'd wood and wire, we'll a£t like them ; 
Move hands and feet, nay even oor tongues anew^ 
Bh bitn Monfiiur I comment 'V.ous porteK-^uous ^ 

Once more 1 challenge all the critic knights. 
From city jokers, to the wits- at Wbitt*t ; 
From daily fcribblers, volunteers, or hacks. 
Up to thofe more than mortals at Almacks / 
Should any fribhU crkics dare to dem^ 
Cads-cufs-^VW throw a chicken glove at them : 
And if they {hew their teeth, they ilill will grin--* 
Let *em come on — 1 draw my corking pin ! ♦ 
But fhouldour.foldiers, .failors, raife our (ears. 
They only can be conquer'd by \y9ur tears. 
Your fmiles may foften, but your tears can melt Vm^ 
The braveft, bokicfl, mighcieft men have felt *em. 
Aye, yon may fneer, ye wits, your hearts are fteel^ 
I fpeak of mortals who can fight, and feel ! 
In peace or war, ye fair, truft only thofe. 
Who love the fex, and always beat their foes. 

f Standi in a poihtre of itefence. f To the ladies in tfca \KtMA% 



14 THEATRICAL BOUQ^UET. 
Will none accept my challenge f— what difgrace 
To all the nibbling^ fcribbling, fland'nng race. 
Who dare not meet a woman hcc to face !' 
The Auth'refs and our Sex have gainM their caafe ! 
Complete their triumph, give 'em your apphnfe. 



} 



} 



T H B 

CONCLUDING SPEECH 

TO T H B 

MINOR. 

Shift, addrejfmg hlmptlf to Sir George Wealthy.. 

AN D what becomes of your poor fcrvarr SJ^i^ if 
Year father talks of lending me a lift— «i« 
A great man's promife, when his turn is ferv'd ! 
Capons on promifes woa'd foon be (Urv'd : 
No, on myfdf alone, I'll now rely r 
'Gad I've a thriving traffic in my eye- 
Near the mad manfions of Moorfieldt I'll bawl % 
Friends, fathers, mothers, fitters, fons, and all. 
Shut ap your (hops, and liften to my call. 
With labour, toil, all fecond means difpenfe. 
And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 
Prick up yonr ears ; a ftory now I'll tdl, 
^ Which once a widow, and her child befe], 
I knew the mother, and her daughter well ; 
Poor, iris true, they were ; but never wanted. 
For whatfoe'er they aik'd, was always granted : 
One fatal day, the matron's truth was try'd. 
She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry'cL 
ChiU. Mother, voocry^l 
^Mctb* Oh, child, I've got no bread.. 
Child. What mattert that ? Why Providence ai^ot deadl 
Witk reafon good, this truth the child might fay. 
For there came in, at noon, that very day. 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mutton, 
A better fare a uble ne'er was put on : 
Ay. that might be, ye cry, with thofe poor fools ; 
. Bat w» ne'er bad a rafter for the coali* 

And 
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And d'^e ddcrve it ? How d'jKe fpend your days I 
In paftimes, prodigality^ and plays ! 
Let'si go fee F$0ti / ah, F99ti*s a jprecions limb t. 
Old-Nick will foon a football make of him ! 
For f(»t»noft rows in fide-boxes you fhove. 
Think yon to meet with fide-boxes above ? 
Where gigling girls and powder'd fops may £t». 
No» yon will all be cramm*d into the ptt,. 
And croud |he jioufe for Satan's benefit. 
Oh ! what ydu fnivel ? well, do fo no fflore. 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door. 
Ana, if I pleafe,<— IMl give it to the poor. 



} 



An EPILOGUE upon PROLOGUES. 

A N Epilogue methxnks I heard you cry, 
XjL You want an Epilogue— and fo do I. 
Nothaving epilogue materials by roe, 
1*11 fpeak concerning Prologues — don't deny me : 
In Prologues and in Epilogjaes we trace 
A famenefs, only with refpedi to place« 
The theme but changes, as it changes flation^ 
There 'tis a prayer, and here a deprecation : 
The learned author of a learned piece. 
Who writes according to the laws of Greece ;. 
The laws dramatic, are the laws I mean. 
Changes his prologue to a chorus fcene. 
Gravely expatiates on his &hi(h'd plan. 
And bids you plot— contrivance— didion fcau,. 
Sids yoff reprefs the feelings of the heart. 
And make the head the only judging part. 

The coxcomb author, in his prologue fneers^ 
And infolently every patron jeers ; 
Tells ye/rom life his charaders he drew» 
And gives a portrait of himfelf and you. 
^ Draws-yott a fop of tafte in light and ihade. 
And bids you mark the charader portray'd : - 
Informs yon dienthe brightneft is his own^ 
And the dark ihades belong to yoa alone. 

But the true eenins with a feeline heart, 
Fainu aa he fccTs» and laugha at ndet of art* 
t Tkt 
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The finifh'd piece intuitively bright. 
Shines with plain nature's emanating light: 
The beautiful in varied light appears. 
While the fublime, the noble fabricic rears : 
Gains all the deep rcccffcs of the foul. 
And brinas the judgment under juft controul. 

May real merit ever meet fuccefs. 
And genius wrong'd from wealth, obtain redrefs. 
JVIay ev'ry audience entertainment greet, . 
And bards their laurels lay at beauty's feeti 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

APPRENTIGR 

Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 
Enters reading the Plaj-BtU* 

AVERY pretty bill—as I'm alive! 
The part of— Nobody— by Mrs. Clive,. 
A paltry, fcribbling fool— to leave me out ; 
Hell fay, perhaps — he thought I could uoi/ptut^ 
Malice and Envy to the lall degree ! 
Ard why ? — I wrote a Farce as well as he. 
And fairly ventur'd it,— without the aid ^\ 

Of Prologue drefs'd in black, or face in mafquerade ; > 
O Pit — have pity — fee how Tm difmay'd ! ii 

Poor fuul ! this canting ilufFwill never do» 
Unlefs, like Bays, he brings his hangman too* 
But grant ingt that. from thefe fame oblequies^ 
Some pickings to our bard in black arife ; 
Should your appiaufe to joy convert his fear^ 
As Pallas turns to kzSt^-^LamieUa^z bier. 
Yet 'twoullhave been abetter fcheme by half 
T'have thrown his weeds a(Ide> and learnt with me W 

laugh. 
J could have ihewn him, had he been inclin'd^ 
A fpouting junto of the female kind. 
There dwells a milliner in yonder row» 
Well-dreired« full-voic'd>. and nobly built £xr flicw. 
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Who» when in rage, ihe fcolcU at Sue and Smrahp 

Danafd^ iUmn*d Diffmhkr ! think'f (be more than Zanu 

She has a daughter xoo» that deals in lace, \ 

And fings — O pomdir will'^waA duvy^Ckati^ ^ 

And fain would nil the hit Ophelia*! phoe ; i^* 

And in h^r cock*d-up hat, and gown of cambiet, 

Prefames on romething^— -touching the lord Haailet* 

A couAn too fhe has» with fijointing eyes. 

With waddling gait, and voice like L$mJm Criis^ 

Who, for the Stage too ihort by half a flory» 

Adls lady Tonjonlj^^xhyxn — in all her glory. 

Andy while ihe's traverfing her fcanty room. 

Cries— «** Lord, my lord, what can 1 do at home!" 

In ihort, there's girls enoogh for ail the fellows. 

The ranting, whining, ftarting, and the jealous ; 

The Hotfpurs, llomeos, Hamlets, add Othelloi. 

Oh ! little do thefe iilly people know 

What dreadful trials— a^rs undergo : 

Myfelf— who moft in harmony delight. 

Am fcolding here from morning until night. 

Then take advice from me, ye giddy thwgs. 

Ye royal Milliners, ye apron'd Kinss ; 

Yonng men beware, and ihun our uipptry ways. 

Study arithmetic, and bum your plays. 

And you, ye girls, let not our tinfel train 

Enchant your eyes, and turn your mad'ning braui4 

Be timely wift ; for oh I be fure of this ; 

A Ihqp, with Virtue, is the height of blifs. 



EPILOGUE 

TO. 

C R E U S A. 

Spoken by Mifs Hauohton. 

AT length I'm freed from tragical parade. 
No morCLa Pythian prieftefs, tho' a maii ; 
At once refigning, with my facred dwelling. 
My wreaths, my wand, my arts of fortune-telling* 

Yet fuperftitioQs folks, no doubt, are here. 
Who ftill regard me with a kind of fear, 

Leit 
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Left to their fecret thouehts thefe prying eyes. 
Should boldly ptSs, and take them by InrpriaDe* 
Kay, tho* 1 dilavow the whole deceit* 
And fairly own my fcience all a cheat. 
Should I declare, in fpight of ears and eyts. 
That beaux were handfome, or the critics wife^ 
They'd all believe it, and with dear delight^^ 
Say to themfeWes at leafl, 
•« The girl has taftc ;" " the woman's in the right*' 

Or, £ould I tell the ladies, (o difpos'd. 
They'd get good matches, ere the feaibn dosM, 
They*d Imile, perhaps with Teeming difcontent. 
And, fneering, wonder what the creature meant ;- 
But whifper to their friends, with beatino; heart,. 
«< Suppofe there ihould be fomechiDg in her art.'* 
Grave flatefmen too would chuckle, ihould 1 fay^ 
On fuch a motion, and by fuch a day. 
They would be fummon'd from their own affairs^ 
To 'tend the nation's more important cares ; 
<' Well, if 1 muft— -howe'er I dread the load^, 
•* 1*11 undergo it-^for m^ country's good." 

All men are bubbles^ in a fkilful hand. 
The ruling paffion is the conjurer's wand. 
Whether we praifc, foretel, pcrfuade, advife, 
'Tis that alooe confirms us iools or wife. 
The devil without may fpread the tempting fii^ 
fiut fore the conqueror is— ^e devil within. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

f;NGLISHMAK 

Returned from Paris. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bsli.amy« 

A MONG the arts to make a piece go dowi»i 
t\ And fix the fickle favour of the town. 
An EpHogut is deem'd the fureft way 
To atone for all the errors of the Play : 
Thus, whoi pathetic ftrains have made yon cry» 
}XL trips the Comic Mufc, and wipes your eye. ^ 



} 
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With eqaal reafon, when ihe has made yon laugh, 

MiipomiHi flioold fend yon fniveling o&i 

But our Bard» unequal to the taik, 

R^edts the dagger, and retains the mafqne : 

Fain would he fend you chearful home to-night. 

And harmlefs mirth by honeft means excite ; 

Scori\^g with lufcious phrafe or double fenfe. 

To raife a laughter at the Fair's expence. 

What method fliall we choofe your ufte to hit ? 

Will no one lend our Bard a little wit ? 

Thank ye, kind fouls. Til uke it from the pit. 

The piece concluded, and the curtain down. 

Up ftarts that fatal PbaUmx^ call'd tbi Irwu .* 

In full afTembly weigh our Author's fate,- 

And Surlj thus. commences the debate : 

Pray, among Friends, does not this poifoning fcent 

The ikcred rights of Tragedy prophane ? 

If Farce may mimic thus her awful bowl : 

Oh ^tt ^1 wrong, ftark naught, upon my foul 1 

Then Buekt cries Billy^ can it be in nature ? 

Not the lesift likenefs in a fingle feature. 

My lord, lord \wt him, *tis a precious piece 1 

Let's come on Friday night and have a hifs» 

To this a Peruquier aflents with joy, 

FatciqtCfl affrontt Us Francoht omit ma fou 

In fuch difbefii what can the Poet do ? 

Where feek for ihelter when thefe foes purfne \ 

He dares demand prote£Uon, firs, from you. 



} 



PROLOGUE 

TO T H K 

DISCOVERY. 

A FEMALE culprit at your bar appears. 
Not deflitute of hope, nor {ttt from fears. 
Her utmoft crime (he's ready to confefs, 
A fimple trefpars-<^neither more nor leTs ; 
For, truant*like, flie rambled out of bounds^ 
And dar'd to venture on poetic grounds. 
The fault is deem'd high treafon by the men, 
Thofe lordly tyrants who ufurp the pen ! 

Thei 
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Then try the vile monopoly to hide 

With flattering arts, * You ladies have befide 

< So many ways to conquer — fure 'tis fit 

' You leave to us that dangerous weapon wit! 

For womeoy like (late criminals, they think 

Should be deharrM the ufe of pen and ink. 

Our Author, who difclaims Aich partial lawv 
To her own fex appeals to judge her cauK^. 
She pleads old Magna Charta on her fide, 
That Britifh fubjefls by their peers be try*d. 

Ladies, to you ihe dedicates her lays, 
Aflert your right to cenfure or to prai(e ; 
Nor doubt a Sentence by fuch lips decreed. 
Firm as the laws of Perfian or of Mede : 
Boldly your wih in open court declare. 
And let the men difpute it if they dare. 

Our humble fcenes no charms of art can botft» 
But fimple nature, and plain fenfe at moft: 
Perhaps fome character— a moral too— • 
And what is ilranger ftill— the ibry's new : 
No borrow'd thoughts throughoat the piece art ihewtt» 
But what our author writes is all her owr« 

By no fly hint, or incident (he tries 
To bid on modefl cheeks the blufli arife : 
The loofeft thoughts our decent fcenes fuggelt. 
Virtue herfelf might harbour in her brea(l ; 
And where our harmlefs fatire vents its fpleen. 
The fobereft pude may laa^h, wit>i0ut a IkretBb 
But not to mirth alone we claim your a^r. 
Some tender fcenes demand the melting tear ; 
The comic dame, her diflTerent powers to prove. 
Gives you the dear variety you love ; 
Sometimes affumes her graver fi fter's art. 
Borrows her foltn, and tries to touch the heait.- 
But fancy's pidtures float upon the brain. 
And fliort-liv'd o'er the heart is pa(fion*s reign, ■ 
Till judgment ftamp her fandion on the whole». 
Aflyd fink th' impreffion deep into the fool.-^ 



IFL. 
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EPILOGUE 

T 6 

DOUGLAS. 

Spoken by Mr. Barry. 

AN Epilogue I aik*d ; bat not one word 
Oar bard will write. He vows 'tis moit abfurd 
With comic wit to contradid the ftrain 
Of tragedy, and make yoar forrows vain. 
Sadly he fays, that pity is the beft. 
The noblefl paflion of the human bread : 
For when its facred dreams the heart o'er-flow^ 
In guflies pleafare with the tide of woe ; 
And when its waves retire, like thofe of Nile, 
They leave behind them fuch a eolden foil. 
That there the virtues without culture grow. 
There the fwcet bloflbms of affe^Vion blow. 
Thefe were his words ; — void of delufive art 
I felt them ; for he fpoke them from his heart. 
Nor will I now attempt, with witty foLy, 
To chace away celeilial melancholy. 



AN HISTORICAL 

EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

BR b T H E R , S. 

By the Author. 

AN Epilogue^ through cuflom, is ypur right. 
But ne'er perhaps was needful till this night : 
To night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies. 
Guilt's dreadful clofe our narrow fccne denies. 
In hi(lory*s authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius* fliade ; 
Vengeance fo great, that when his tale is told, 
Wich pity fomeev'n Per/eui may behold. 

Per/eus furvivM, indeed, and filled the throne, 
£at ceafelefs cares in conqued made him groan : 



3t THEATRICALBOUQ^UET. 

Nor reignM he long ; from Rome fwifc thooder fleir« 
An^. headlong from his throne the tyrant threw : 
Thrown heaolone down, by Rome in triumph led* 
For this night's occd his pcrjufd bofom bled : 
His brother's ghoft each moment made him fbtrt. 
And all his father^s anguiih rent his heart. 

When^ rob*d in black, his children round himhong^ 
And their rais'd arms in early forrow wrung ; 
The younger fmilM, unconfcious of their woe ; 
At which thy tears, O Rome/ began to flow; 
So fad the fcene : what then mufl Per/em feel. 
To fee Jovi*$ race attend the victor's wheel : 
To fee the ilaves of his worft foes increafe. 
From fuch a fource !«»An emperor's embrace ? 
He ficken'd foon to death ; and, what is worfe. 
He well ^^It/^ri/V, and/>//, the coward's curfc ; 
Unpity'd, fcorn'd, infulted his laft hour. 
Par, far from home, and in a vaflal's power: 
His pale cheek reded on his (hameful chain. 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feien ; 
No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his doom^ 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus— dire vengeance to complete. 
His antient empire falling, fliares his fate : 
His throne forgot 1 His weeping country chainM ! 
And nations i&— Where Alexander reign'd i 
As public woes a prince's crimes purl'ue^ 
So public bleffings are his virtue's due. 
Shout, Britaius^ fliout — aufpicions fortune blefs ! 
And cry, Long live— 0«r titU /• /uecejs ! 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

EDWARD THx Black Prince. 
Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 

AGAINST fuch odds if Ed'uwJ could fucceed» 
Our Ei^lijb warriors once were great indeed : 
But, mournful thought ! we furely mull complain, 
Tkey^re fadly alter'd frcnn King Edward*^ reign s 

Yet 
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Yet fome there are» who merit ev'ry praife. 
Stems of that ftock, and worthy of thofe days ; 
lUaftriotts Heroes !— *How unlike to thofe, 
Whofe valoor, like their wit, lies only in their clothes f 
Soch arrant Beaux» fo trim, (o Jigagge, 
That ev*n French Ladies wou'd not run awav* 
They'll hnff, indeed, and ftrut, look proud, and fwear^ 
And all this they can do— becaofe they dare. 
Bot know^ poor fouls, all this implies no merits 
£v*n women foon difcern a man of fpirit ; 
Judges alike of warriors and of wooers : 
The roightielt ulkers are the pooreft doers. 
Such to fuhdue, requires no martial fire. 
One yooM of jfrc wou'd make >m all retire. 
Bat hold-—! vrsLndevt^^Poiaiirs be my ftory. 
And warm my breaft with BriiijS^ love of glory ; 
When each bold Briton took his country's part. 
And wore her freedom blazon'd on his heart. 
Such were our Sires— >But now, O dire difgrace ! 
Lo, half their offspring loft in (ilk and lace. 

Ye, BriioHs^ from this lethkrgy arife, 
Burft forth from folly's bondage, and be wifei 
Once more let virtue, dignity be priz'd. 
Nor copy what your anceflors defpisM. 
Each false refinement lludy to di(dain. 
And harden into manhood back again : 
So ihall our Briiatn^s honours mount on high. 
And future fields with that of Poiahri vie. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

GIL B L A S. 

WRITTEN BY MR, CARRICK. 

Spoken by Mrs. Pjlit chard. 

S the fuccefs of Authors is uncertain. 
Till ail is over, and down drops the curtain | 



A 



Poets are puzzled in our dangerous times, 
ilow to aadreis you in thefe aftcr*rhymes. 
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If they implore and beg, with abjed mind, 
. Their mcannefs rather makes you fick than kind ; 
And if they bounce and huff it to the town. 
Then you arc up— and take the bullies down. 
Of beaux and politicks, and fuch like ilufiv 
And ev'n of tawdry too, you've had enough-* 
On all degrees, from Courtier to the Cit, -j 

Such dale dull jokes have been fo often wrl^ L 

That nothing can be new^bnt decency and wi^, j 
Thus far our Bard — The reft is mine to fay ; 
I am his Friend, fo, will attack his play. 
How could his thoughtlefs head with any truth 
(If Spanifh Dons are like our Engliih youth) 
Make his wild rake fo fink from upper life. 
To quit his midrefs for a lawful wife I 
The Author might have married him—but the% 
He (hould have had his miflrefs back again. 
This is the fcheme our EngliOi Dons purfue, 
Tho' one's too much, there's tafte in having two. 
As for the lady— I diflike her plan. 
With you I'm fure, fhe had not pafs'd for man— 
Had (he with our youn? bloods contriv'd this.freak» 
She had been blown and ruin'd in a week. 
And if of virtue they could not have trick'd her. 
They'd damn'd her for a fool— perhaps have kick'd her* 
But jcft apart — for all our Bard has wrote. 
Our moft alluring bait's the petticoat. 
Before ihat magic ihrine the proude/l fall, 
'Tis that enchanting circle draws in all. 
Let fools fay what they will, experience teaches, 
'Tis beft to marry firft— then wear the breeches. 

■ — I ■ " . ■ 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE SAME. 

Spoken by Mr. Woodward. 

In tbi Cbaraatr of a Critic, nvitb a Catcall in bis HmJI. 
R E you all ready ? Here's your mufic 1 here ! * 



Author, fneak off, we'll tickle yM, my dear. 
• flowing tus Cauall* 



The 
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'The fellow fiop'd me in a hellifli frieht— • 
Pray, Sir, fays he, ixiufl 1 be damnM to night ' 
Damn'd !— fureiy friend— Don't hope for ouc compliancff 
Zoonds, Sir !— a fecond play's downright defiance, 
Tho* once, poor rogue, we puy'd your condition. 
Here's the true recipe — for repetition. 
Well, Sir, faysJic, e'en as you pleafe, fo then, 
I'll never trouble you- with plays again, 
Bot hark ye. Poet !— won't you tho*, fays I ? 
'Pen honour*— Then we'll damn you, let me die. 
Shan't we» my Bucks ? Let's tUce him at his word— 

•Damn him—^or by my foul, "he'll write a third. 
The man wants money, 1 fuppofe — But mind y e ■ 
Tell him you've left your charity behind ye— — 
A |>retty^mea, his wants to our regard I 
As if we bloods had bowels for a fiardJ 

-Befides, what men of fpirit, now-a-day*. 
Come to give fober judgments of new playi ? 

-It ar?nes7ome good nature to be quiet— 
Good nature !— Ay— But then we lofc a riot. 
The fcribbllng fool may be? and make a fufs, 
'Tig death to him — What then ?— 'Tis fport too!*. 
Don't mind me tho'— Forall my fun and jokes. 
The Bard may find us Bloods, good natur'd Folks* 
No crabbed criticks — Foes to rifmg merit— -^ 
Write but with fire— and we'll applaud with fpirit-*-' 
Our Author aims at no diihoneft ends. 
He knows no enemies, arrd boafti fome friends ; 

.He takes no methods down your throats to cram it, 
So if you Hke it, fave it, if not^damn it. 



PROLOGUE 

TOT HE 

A I R I E S. 

Written and Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

Eftttr — Interrupting thi Band of Mufic* 

MOMENT flop your tuneful fingers, prafy. 
While htrii as ulual, I my duty pay. 

[7e thi fturfiVnce 



A 



\>i^K 
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,Pon't frown, my friends, [to tht harni] yoa foon ihall 

melt again ; 
But, if not th^rif is felt each dying drain. 
Poor I fhall Jfeai and you will /crape in vain. 
To fee roe n(not you think the ftrangcft thing! 
for, like friend Beneeii^, I cannot fing: 
^et in this Prologue, cry but you Coraggio i 
yW/ftak you. both zj'g^ and an adagio, 

A Perjian king, as Ptrfian tales relate, 
«Oft went difguis'd, to hear the people prate ; 
^o, curious i, fomecimes (leal forth, incog. 
To hear what critics croak of m^^king Log. . 
Three nights ago, I heard a //// a t,eUy 
Which fix'd, at once, our Englijb Qfcra^s fate : 
.One was a youth born here, ^but ftuHi from Romet , 
The oiher born abroad, but here is home ; 
And firfl the Englijb foreigntr began. 
Who thus addrewM rkitjcrtign EngUpman: 
An Englijh Opera / 'tis not to be borne ; ^ 

J, both my country^ and their muiic fcorn, V. 

Oh, damn their Ally Croakers^ and their iorlyham* J 
Signer fi—ibat fins-^'wors rnitdU'vo : 
Jl tuttoy e hcjliale e eafivo, 
This faid, 1 made my exiff full of terrors ! 
^nJ now afk mercy, for the following errors : 

Excufe us firfl, for fooliihiy fuppodng; 
*Your countryman could pleafe you in compofing^ 
/in Op^ra too ! — play'd by an Englijh band. 
Wrote in a language which you underfland«» 
J dare not fay, WHO wrote ii^^I could tell ye. 
To fofien matters — Signor Sbakt/pearelli t 
Thisaukward drama^i} confefs th' cfence) 
Is guilty too, of pcJctry and fenfe, 
>Vnd then the price we take — you'll all abufe it» *> 

So low, fo unlike OVra/— but excufe it, ^ f 

We'll mend that fault, whenever you fliall chufe it. J 
Our laft mifchance, and worfe than all the reft, D 

Which turjas the whole performance to a jeft, ' > 

OUR fingers all are well, and all will do Uieir beft* |^ 
jBut why would this rafli fool, this EngUftman^ 
Attempt 2inOp\a ^— 'tis the ftrangeft plan ! 

Struck with the wonders of his mafter's art^ 
^A^ic /ifcrid dramoi fluke and m^t the he^rg 

Whof« 
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Whofc heaven*born drains the coldefl bread infplrep 
Whofie cborut-thundtr fets the foul on fire ! 
Inflam'dy aftonifh'd ! at thofe magic airs, 
When Samf/on groans* and frantic Saul derpairs^ 
The pupil wn>te«>^his work is now before ye. 
And waits your damp of infamy, or glory ! 
Yet, ere his errors and his faalts are knoivn. 
He fays, thofe faalts, thofe errors, are his own ; 
If throsgh the cloads appear fome glimrnVrng rays. 
They're fparks he caught from his great matter's blaze ! 



OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE: 

At the Opening of Drury-Lane Theatre* 

Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

AS heroes, dates, and kingdoms rife and fall : 
So*— (with the mighty to compare the fmall— ) 
Thio' int'red, whim, or if you pleafe thro' fate. 
We feel commotions in our mimick date^ 



} 
} 



The fock and bnfkin dy from dage to dage'; 
A year's alliance is with us^an age ! 
And whcre*s the wonder ? All furprize mad ceafe. 
When we rededl, how int'rcd, or caprice. 
Make real kings break art teles of peace* 

Strengthcn'd with new allies, our foes prepare ; 
Cry ha'uock / and let fiip the dogs of ivdr, 
7o fliake our fouls, the papers of the day 
l>rew forth the adverfe power in dread array : 
A power, might drike the bolded with difmay: 
Yet fearlefs diH we take the field with fpirit, 
Arm'd cap^a-pic in felf-fufEcient merit. 
'Our ladies too with fouls and tongues ontarnM, 
Fire op like Britons, when the battle's ramM; 
Each female heart pants for the glorious drife. 
From Hamlet's mother, to the cobler's wife. 
Some few there axe, whom paltry padiona guides 
Defert each day, and fly from fide to fide^ 
'Others like Swifs, love fighting as their trade. 
For beat, or beatins;— they mud all be paid. 

Sacred to Shakefpeare, was this fpot delignM, 
To J»ierce the heart, and humanize the mind ; 

C 2 Sat 
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Bm if an empty houfe, the adtor's curfc. 
Shews as our Lears, and Hamlets, lofc iheir fore? ; 
. Unwilling we muft change the nobler fccncg 
And in our tarn, prcfent you harlequin : 
Quit poets, and fct carpenters to work, 
Shew gaudy fcencs, or mount the vaulting Turjc, 
For tho* we aftors one and all agree 
Boldly to ftruggle for our— vanity.; 
If want comes o^i^ importance mufl retreat ; 
Oqr.£rft, great, ruling pc^ilion isf^to eat. 
To ^jceep the field, all-methods we'll purfue ; 
The conflift glorious.! for we fight for you : 
And ftiould we fail to gain the wifti'd applaufc; 
At l^aft we're vanquifh'd.in a noble caufe. 



.EPILOGUE 

T O 

tC A I U S M A R 1 U fi. 

;^ Spoken by Mrs. Barry, who aSed Lavinia. 

AM I S C H I E F on't ! tho' I'm again alive. 
May! believe this Play of ours Ihall thrive ? 

' *J his drumming, trumpeting, and fighting play : 

V Why, what a devil will the people fay ? 

• The nation that's without, and hears jhe din, 

^ Will fwcar we're raifing volunteers again. 

, For know, our Poet, when this Play was made. 
Had nought biit drums and trumpets in his head^ 

^fad banilh'd poetry, and all her charms, 
And needs the fool would be a man at arms. 
No 'Prentice e'er, grown weary of indentures, 
Had fuch a longing niind to feek adventures. 
Nay, furc at laft th' Infcdion gen'ral grew ; 

?iFor t'other dayl was a captain too 2 
Neither for Flanders nor for Franct to roamt 

l^Sut, juH aii you were all, to (lay at.home. 
And now for you who here come wrapt in cloaks. 
Only for love of UnJer hill and nurfe Noaktt^ 

^Our poet fays, One day t'a play ye come, 

•^'^i.^b^Ce/vcs ye half a year for wit. at liQiue. 

. Biit 
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Hut which amongd you is there io be found* 

Will take his third day's pawn for fifty pound ? 

Or, now he is cafhier'd, will fairly venture 

To give him ready money for's debenture ? ^ 

Therefore when he received that fatiil doom. 

This play came fprth, in hopes his friends would come ] 

To help. a poor difbanded.ibldieF ho.iie. 



\'~ 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

G u' s Y A V u s v A s a: 

BRITONS ! this night prcfents a date diftrefs'J, 
Tho' brave, yet vanquilhM ; and tho' great, op- ■' 
prrfs'd ; 
Vice, rav'ning Vulture, on her vitals prey*d, ^ 
Her peers, her prelates, fell corruption fwayM ; 
Their rights, for powV, th* ambitions 'weakly fo'd, » 
The wealthy, poprly, for fuperfluous gold ; 
Hence wafting ills, hence (cv'ring faftions rofe. 
And gave large entrance to invading foes ; 
Tiotn, juilice, honour fled th' infected Shore. 
For freedom, (acred freedom was no more. 

Then, greatly riling in his counrry'4 right, • 
Her hero,' her deliverer fprung to light j 
A race of hardy, northern fons he led, 
Guiltlef<r of courts, untainted, and unread, 
Whofc inborn fpirit fpurn'd tli' ignoble fee, 
Wfiofe hands fcorn'd bondage,^ for their hearts were free, *• 

A(k ye what law their conqu'riug caufeconfcfs'U.? 
Grtat nature's law, the law within the breaft, " 
Form'd by no art, and to no kdi cbufin'd. 
But flamp'd by heav'n upon th' unlctter'd mind. 

Such; fuch, of old the firlK born natives were. 
Who brcath'd the virtues of Bufatmia^s air. 
Their realm, when mighty Cajar vainly fought; » 
Foi* mightier freedom againft C^/ar fought. 
And rudely drove the fam'd invader home. 
To tyrannize o'er polifli'd— venal Rom$^ 
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Our Bard, exaltied in a freeborn flame. 
To ev'ry nation wouM transfer this claim. 
He to no flatc, no climate bounds his page. 
He bids the moral beam thro* tw^ry age ; 
Then be your judgment gen'rous as his plan. 
Ye fons of freedom 1 — fave the friend of Man. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDAt 

TJ OLD is the man who, in this nicer age, 
fj Prefumes to tread the challe correded llage* 
Now, with gay tinfcl arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of Nature's fterling ore; 
Our fpells are vaniOi'd, broke oar magic wandy 
That us*d to waft you over Tea and land. 
Before your light the fairy people fade. 
The Darmons lly. — 7 he ghoft itfelf is laid. 
In vain of marc-al fceres the loud alarms. 
The mighty Prompter ihund'fing out to arms* 
The Playhoufe pofie clatt'ring from afar. 
The clofc-wedg'd battle, and the din of war. 
Now ev*h the fenate feldom we convene ; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the fcene. 
Your uftt rcjcdts the glittering falfe fublimc^ 
To figh in aietaphor, and die in rhime. 
High rant is tumbled from bit ^allVy throne ; 
Dacription* dreams, — nay, fimiles are gone. 

What fhall we then I to pleafe you, how devife I 
Whofe judgment iits not in your ears and tytu 
Thrice happy ! could we catch great Sbait/feari*^ art* 
To trace die deep recefles of the heart ; 
His Simple, plain fublime ; to which is givHi 
To flrike the foul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could We awake foft Oi<w/t^*s tender woe. 
The pomp of verfe and golden lines of Btiui. 

We to your heartt apply : let them attend ; 
Before thei)* filent, ctccfid bar we bend. 
If warnM thty liften ; 'tis our noblell praife ; 
If cold, they wither all the Mufe's bays. 

PRO. 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

A PEEP BEHIND THE CURTAIN,^ 
Spoken by Mr. Kikg. 

BOLD is the man, and compos mentis, fcarce-* 
Who, in thefe nicer times, dares write a Farce ;^ 
A volgar, long- forgotten tafle renew ; 
All now are Comedies, five a£ls or two. 
Authors have evtfr in a canting ftrain 
Begg'd mercy for the bantling of their brain : 
That you, kind norfe, wou'd fondle't on your lap. 
And rear it with applaofe, th^t beft of pap— 
Thus BabesT have in their cradles Tcap'd a dIow, 
Though lame and rickety from top to toe : 
Our Bard with Prologue-outworks has not fenc'd himi » 
For all that I (hall fay will make againfl him. 
Jmprimij, this hi» piec^-^a Farce we call it-^ 
Ergo, 'tis low — and ten to one you maul it ! 
Wou'd you, becaufe 'tis low, no quarcer give ? 
Black-guards, as well as Gentlemen, fhou'd live. 
• ris downright Englifli too— Nothing from France, 
Except fome Beads, which treat you with a dance* 
With a Burletta too we fhall prefent you->^ 
And not Italian— that will difcontent you. 
Nay, what is worfe— you'll fee it, and mull know k— 
I Thomas King^ of Kimg-ftrat^ am the Poet. 
The murder'* out, the murderer detected. 
May in one night be try'd, condemn'd, di/Te^ed. 
'Tis faid, for Scandal's tonjgiie will never ceale. 
That mifchief's meant againftour Kttle Piece: 
Let me iook round, I'il tell you how theetfe'k— • 9 ' 
There's not one frown a fingie brow difp»o»a| • S' 

I never faw a fwectf r fet of faces \ 3 • 

Suppofe Old Nicky before you rij»hteoo5 fblki 
Produce a Farce, brim-full of mirth and joke ; 
Though he, at other times, wou'd fire your blood. 
You'd clap his Piece, and fwear, 'twas JivUifi good ! 

Malice propenfe ! 'tis falfe— it cannot be y 

Light is my heart, from apprehenfions free^— — C 

If you wou'd favc Old Nick, you'll nevet damu toot tti^. » 
C4 ^^O- 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

Taste. 

WRITTEN BY MR, G A R R I C K. 

And /poken hj him in the CharaSkr of an A u c r j o N E E it • 

BEFORE this Court I PfTER Puff appear, 
A Sritcn born, and bred an Au3ionetr \ 
Who formyrdf, and tke a hundred others. 
My ufelul, honeft, Jearned bawling brothers. 
With much humility and fear implore ye, 
To lay our prcient, defp'rate cafe before yc.»^ 

*Ti6 faid, this night a certain Wag intends 
To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends:- 
If Lords and Ladies, and luch dainty folks. 
Are cur'd of Audlion-hunting by his jokes ; 
Should this odd dcdtrine fpread throughout the land,. 
Before y OH huy^ he Jure ta underflauJ^ 
Oh ! think en us what various iUs will flow, 
When great Ones only puichafe— what tliey know^ 
Why laugh at Tasi £ ! it is a harmlefs falhion. 
And quite fubdues each dccrimeotal pafllon ; 
The fair Ones hearts will ne'er incline to man. 
While tlius they rage for^ China aod Japan. 
The Virtuo/o too, and Connoiffimr^ 
Are ever decent, delicate, and pure ; 
The fmalleft hair their loafer thodghts rtjight l.old, 
Jufl warm when /ingle, and when married cold : 
Their blood at iighx of beaoity gently flows, 
Tbeir Fenus muft^ be oU, and want a nofe I 
No amorous pafllon with deep knowledge thrives ; 
^is the cprnplafn^ indeed of all our wives ! 

2!^js faid ihtk tbiuch a heighth is grown, 
U artifts ar# eocouragM-^— but our own. 
Be not decflv^d, I here declare on oath, 
I never yet fold goods o( foreign growth : 
Ne'er fent commilfions out to Greece or Rome ; 
My befl antiquities are made at home. 
Yyt Romans^ Greeks^ Italians near at haad» 
True Britons all— -and living in the StramJ. 

"" I nc'ter 
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J n^er for trinkets rack my pericraniuin, 
%hty furniih out my room Htrculatuum. 

Bot>hu(h ■ ■ ' 

Shodid it be. known that Enghjh are emplbyM^ ^ 
Our manufadare is at once dedroy'd \ 
No matter what our couiitrymen dcfcrve,: 
They'll thrive as antients» but as moderns ftarv6-^ ''^ 
If we (honld fall — to you it will be owing ; 
Farewel to arts —they 're goings going, going;. 
The fatal hammer's in your hand, oh Town ! 
Then CetUi up— and knock the Fqbt down^ - ■- 



PROLOGUE 

T O '^ 

NO ONE'S ENEMY BUT HIS OWtl. - 

BDLD'was the man, and fenc'd In every part, • 
With oak and ten-fold brafs about the hearty 
To build a play who tortur'd firft his brain. 
And then dare launch it oi^this (lormy maiiK 
What though at firfl he fpreads his little fails 
To heav'n's indulgent and propitious galei. 
As the land gradual lefTens to his eye. 
He £nds a troubled fea and lowering iky ; 
Envy, detradlion, calumny, and fpite*^ *^ 
Raiic a worfe ^om than when- the Teas unite. 
Around his bark in many, a dang'rous fhoal, 
Thofe mongers of the deep, the critics, prowl. 
«• She's a weak vcffel, for thofe (cas unfit,- 
•• Abd has on board her not one fpiceof wit : 
•* She's French built too, of foreign make, they cry, * • 
«« Like geefc ftill cackling that the Gaith are nigh ;" 
If thrown on rocks like the hodrfe daftiiiig v^aare ; > 
Th' dnhappy crew no hand is ftretch'd to fave ; 
But round the- wreck, like Mars with ftM'ioii< joy. " 
The witlings croud,— — to murder irid dfeftroy. 
Thefe are known dangers ; and 'tis full as certain,^ 
The Bard meets other ills behind the curtain, . ^ 
I^tttlc you think, ere yet you fix his fate, 
Wiulpre^ipus mifchiefs there in ambufli wait ; 

' C 5 > Whar^'' 
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What plagues arife from all the mimic throng, 

** My part's too fhort ; — and, fir, my part's too long t 

** This calls for incident; that repartee; 

*^ Down the back ilairs pen an efcape for me. 

** Give me a ladder, Mr. Bayes^ of ro^ti 

'* I love to wear the breeches and elope. 

•* Something for me the groundling ears to /pllt,, 

*«• Write a dark clofet, or a fainting fit, 

'* Fix Wotdward in- fome whimfical difgrace i . 

** Or be facetious with old Shuter^s face." 

This is onr way ; and yet our bard to-nighc 
Removes each obllacle, and brings to light 
Some fcenes we hope he brings to nature true. 
Some gleams of humour, and a moral too ; 
But no ftrange monflers offers to your view ; 
Ko forms grotefquc and wild, are here at flrife : 
He boails an etching from the real life ; 
Exerts his tiFort^, in a poli(h*d age. 
To drive the SmUhfifU mufes from the Ilage : 
By eafy dialogue would wjn your praifc. 
And on fair decency graft all his bays. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

L I V L I P; U T.. 

BY MR. C AH RICK, 

Spoken by Mr. WoodwaRD^^- 

TJJEHOLD a Conjurer— that's fomething new,— ^- 
fj For as times ^c— ray brethren arc but fe^r/-. 
rm come wiih magic rin^, and taper wand^ 
T« waft yot^ far from this your native land. 
Ladies, don't fear-— -my coadi is large and eaf/, 
I know your humours, and will drive to pleafe ye ; 
Gently you'll ride, as in .a fairy dream^ 
Your hoops onf^ueez'd, and not a beau ihall fcream* 
You ftall.be back in time for cards to-night ; 

What ftill difordered I well, 1 know ycurfr!gbt-»» 

Swift as queen Ma(> within her hazle nut^ 
UlUet yott fafbly dowa at IMUiuu 
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Away wc go— —gc*up—— Ladies keep your places. 
And Gefttlemen — for fhame— don't fcrew your Aces* 

Sofdy my imps and fiends fo\i critics there ^ 

Pray you fit ftill — or I can never fteer, > 

My dev'lsy are not the dev'ls you need to fear. J 

Hold fafty my friends above for faith we (pin it; 

My ufual rate's a thoufand miles a minutd. 

A Statefman, now, could tell how high we foar— — • ~ 

Statefmen have been thefe airy jaunts before* 

I fee the Tand— the folks— what liraba ! what features ! 

There's Lords and Ladies too the pretty creatures*. 

Now to your fight thefe puppets Til produce^ 
Which may, if rightly heeded, turn to ufc ; 
Poppets not made of wood, and play'd with wire<r» 
fiat fleih and blood, and full of iirange defires. 
So ftrange— you'll fcarce believe im Ih^ald ItcU— — -• ^ 
For giant vices may in pigmies dwell. 
Beware you lay not to the Conjurer's charge. 
That thefe in miniature, are you in large : 
Tojou thefe little folks have no relation, 
As diff'reot in their manners, as th;:ir nation, 
Tolhew your pranks requires no conjuration. 
Open your eyes and ears your mouths be ihnt, ■ 
England l^ vanifh'd— (wai/^i his <wand) — Enter LtWpuf. 
{Strihs the curtain^ and finks, ^ 



PRO L O GU E 

T O 

^N HOUR BEFORE MARRIAGE. 

Spoken by Mr, Woodward in. ihc Charaihr of 
Harle^ih, 

"HTRI'tTSBI *Y MR. Cbt:MAK* 

in E H O LD, ye Critics of this claffic age; 
IJ . The only rcUc of the anttent Stage ! 
1 » Greta no player try'd the arduous talk. 
Of ading love, grief, rage,-— without a mafk ; 
On viaors fram'd of canvas, brafs, and wood» 
Boaiovs and pal&ons rcidy-paiatol Hood ; 

C4 ' Aftors, 
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A£tors» from Nature borrowing no grace. 
By Rcugtt like modern Ladies» formM the face. 
Laist widiout a tooth could charm the beaux, 
Ammon might fquint, and Fenus want a nofe. 

Poor Harlequin^ tho* mafk'd, like thefe once fpoke,^ 
And France and Italy adtnk 'd each joke : 
But round-head England^^iW things who curtails. 
Who cuts ofF monarchs heads and horfes tailsrr- 
By malice led, by rage and envy flung. 
But in my mouth a gag» and ty'd my tongue.. 
Yet ril rcmonftrate — ril unfold my cafe — 
Yesy i will fpeak— 4iay more, rii (hew my face. 

\PuJhis uf bis majk^s 
Hark,, a'purfuit r^tBe Critics in full cry ! 
No minifter is half fo maulM as I : 
May, plader'd on pods, tho' they often announce me» 
Even Managers doubt if they ihouM not renounce mcu 
Yet *tis I give, a zcft to th<ir comedy fcenes, 
1 hold up ihb tail of their tragedy queens : 
Without my caprioIes> whims, and frolics to^tempt yc, . , 
Pit and boxes are thin, and the galleries empty ! 

Then, firs, let me claim — and claim by old righi^ 
The rear of each play, the fag-end of each night L 
What ! difcard Ine for faces on i^\y and vice, , 
Composed by themfclve: — and retail'd at half price ! ' 
Our Poet to-night — Arrah, joys, a dear Honey ! 
Gomes from Irdard to pocket your fweet Brhijb rooney-a 
Nay, brings in a Scgr/mati — becaufe 'tis the fafhioa 
To feaft «t ih* cxpence of' a neighbouring-nation. 
But fince after Plays there QiovM come Pantomime, 
Or Opera (hou'.d fqijall—a plain farce is a crime : . ^. 
S»f however, with plot, wit, and humour he cram ir^ 
\». Hariequint hiunbly befeexh you to dania,i(. . 



R R O L a G :U -B^ 

T O 

B . O AD I C I A^.. 

Spoken by. Mr. Mbsspp. /^ 

BESIDE his native Thames,, our Poet long 
Hath hung his filent lurp^ and hulh'd his fotf^. 



} 
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Rind Commerce whifpcrM " See my blifsful ftatc, 
•« And to no fmiles but mine refign thy fate. 
" Beneath the pregnant branches reft awhile, '* 
•« Which by my culture Thread this favour'd ifle ; 
•« On that fair tree the fruits of ev*ry coaft, 
** A11» which the Ganges and the Volga boafl, 
*• 'All, which the fun^s l4ixuriant beam fupplies/' 
^ Or (lowly ripens under frozen fkies, 
«♦ In mix*d variety of growth arife. > 
•* The copious leaves beneficence diffbfe^ 
^ Which on afiiQioa rdrops reftorin^ d^wf, 
<< And birds of hope among the loaded fprays 
f< Tune with enchantment their alluring lays, 
•< To cheer defpondence ^d th' inadive raifei» 
** Reft, here, ihe cryM, and fmiling time again 
•• May ftring thy lyre, and I approve the ftrain.** 

At length hiA'roufe from exile he recalls, . 
Ufg'd by his patrons in Angofta's walls. 
Thofe gen'rous traders, wha alike fuftain > 
Their nation's glory on th' obedient main. 
And bounteous raife affii^ion's drooping train. 
They, who benignant to his toils aitbrd . 
Their ihelt'ring favour, have his mufe reftor*d« 
They in her future fame will juftly ftiare, 
Bnt hpr difgrace herfelf muft fingly bear ; 
Calm hours of learned leifure ti^y have giv^n. 
And could no jnore, &r genius is from heav'n. 

To open now her long-hid roll (he tries. 
When vary'd forms of pidlor'd pafHons rife. 
Bevenee and pride their furies firft unfold. 
By aruefs vl«*)tue fatally controlled. 
Scenes wrought with gentler pencils then fucceed-. 
Where Iqve perfuades a faithful wife to bleed ; 
Where, join!d<to pahlic care;, domeftic woe 
Is feen from manly fortitude to flow* 
But if her colours mock the candid eye 
By fpurions tinAs, unmix'd with nature's dye. 
Ye friendly hands» reftrain your fruitlefs aid*. 
Ai\d.with.juft cenfure let her labours fade. 
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a THEATRICAL BOUQJJET- 
PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ROMAN FATHER. 

Spoken by Mr. Barry. 

BRITONS, to-night in native pomp we cdoic^ 
True heroes alJ, from virtuoua antient Rome i 
In thofe fax didant times when Roma&s knew 
The fweets of guarded liberty, like you ; 
And, fafe from ills which force or fa6lion bring?. 
Saw freedom reign beneath the fmile of kings. 

Yet from fuch times, and fuch plain chiefs as thefr^. 
What can we frame a polifhed age to pleafe ? 
Say, can yon liflen to the artlefs woes 
Of an old tale, which every fchool-boy knows ? • 
Where to your hearts alone the fcenes apply. 
No merit their*s but pure Hmpltcity. 

Our bard has play'd a mod adventurous part. 
And tum'd upon hirofelf the critic's art: 
Strlpp'd each luxuriant plume from Fancy's wiage^ , 
And tornjip fimilies like vulgar things. • 
Nay even each moraU fentiwuntal, ihx>ke, . 
Where not the character but poet fpoke. 
He lopp*d, as foreign to his chade defign^. 
Nor fpar'd an.nfelcit tho* a golden line« 

Thefe are his arts ; if theie cannot atone 
For all .thofe namefefs errors yet unknown. 
If (hunnine fauhs which nobler b^rds comcnit^ . 
He wants indr force to drike th* attentive pic„ . . 
Be jud and tell him fo ; he alks advice. 
Willing to haru, and would n<H aCc it ewice. 
Your kind applamie may bid him write — beware ! ' 
Or kinder cenfore teach him to Jbrbcar, . 
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PRO L O G U R, tvritien and fpoken hy Mr. 
Woodward, on his fir ft App tar ami on Covent 
Garden Theatre^ Oflober 5, in the Chara£fer of 
Marplot, after bavlug hen Managgr at Dublin' . 
four Tear $4 

BE H O L D I the prodigal retur^d^t{VLtit tami"^ 
And (thoagh you'll liardly think it) fall ^ Jbam : 
AJbam'd! fo long t'have left my patrons here— 
On rindom fchemea— the Lord knows 'wbat and nnhere ! 
— with piteous face (long Granger to a ^i«) 
Receive th&//m/^ir/— <aod, let him in 1 
Forgive his errors'^-^^c the friimdlj door ; 
And, thcn,.he*s jomTi x •— and }our*s 2«-»and jour^s 3 ; 

— as heretofore— 
»-»Ye Gods^! what havock does ««rjiV/Vir make -«• 
Ambition drove me to the grand miilake 1 
Ambition / made me meJ enough to roam-- • 
But» now, I feel (with joy) that /m«« is bome-'^ 
*— Faith I they ^ut powder in my drinks d'ye fee ^ 
Or elfe, by Pharaoh^sfootf it could not be ! 
Felike queen Mab toucht me [zXfuiioUh^ moon) 
With a Field Marjhal Manager* s battoon— - 
And, fo, I dreamt of r/Vi&ri-^i^tfWirr— /«wV-— 
*Twas but z dream tho*— and, that dream h o'er— » - 
—'How happy, now, I walk my native ground ; . 
Above^'btiow^^nty \ faith — all round and round^-. 
J guefs fome pleafures in your bofoms burn. 
To fee HSkt prodigal poor Jon reiurn^^^ 
Perhaps 4 I'm vain^ tho', and the cafe miilake ; . 
Mo— ni— yes— yes— for old ac(][uaintance fake. 
Some genVous, hofpitahle, fmiXes you'll fend— - 
Befides ! i on»n my faults and mean to mend^ 
f — Oh, ho ! they ring—how /weet that found app^an^i . 
After an abfence of four tinjimi^ytsirs^^ 
M^irpktf to-night— ib fays the biff of fare p 
Now waits your pleafure^ with his nfual air— ^• 
Oh ! ^ay 1 a^ the part iliU o'er and oUr I 
Sut never BE the B U S Y body more<( 

• 1, 2, 3, Pit, Boxes^ GaUeriei. . 
^ -^ The wtraingrbeii rifigs, I Pointifl|^ to 1 play-hilfr 
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^;, E P I L O G U E, ' 

I)ejigned to be Jpoken by Mrs. Woffington, in, tb^ 
Chara^er of a Volunteer,, in the Tear 1746<^ 

Enter y reading a Gazeita * 

CIRSE on all co^rards, fay I f why, blefs myeycji— ^ — 
No, no, it can't be true : this Gazette lies ; 
Our men retreat before a fcrub banditti* 
Who fcarce cou'd fright the buff coats of the C!ty ! 
Well, if 'tis fo, and that our men can\ ftand^ 
Tis time we women take the thing in hand. 
Thus, in my country's caufe, I now appear* 
A bpldy fmart» KhevenhuUer^d vo\\xntstr. 
And really, mark fome heroes in the nation, 
Ye'll think this no unnatural transformation : 
For if in valour real manhood lies, 
All cowards are but—— women in difguife. 
They cry theft rebels are fo (lout and tall : 
Ay, Lord, IM lower the proudeH of them all : 
Try but my mettle, place me in the van, 
And pod me, if I don't bring down my man. 
Had we an army of fuch valorous wenches, 
What men, d'ye think, wou'd dare attack our trenches? ^ 
Oh 1 how th* artillery of our eyes wou'd maul 'em ! 
at our maik'd batteries! Lord, how they woaM gdl .i 

'em ! 
No rebel 'gainil fuch force durft take the ficld„ 
For, damme, bat we'd die before we'd yield* 

Joking apart : we women have flrong reafon^ 
To ftop the progrefs of this popi(h treafon ; 
For now) when female liberty's at (lake. 
All women ought to buftle for its fake. 
Shou'd thefe audacioucfonsof Rome prevail, ^ 
Vows, convents, and that heathen thin^ a veil, \ 
Mull come in fafhion ; and fiich inflitutions 
Wou'd fiitt bot oddly with our conftitutions : • 
What gfay coquet wou'd brook a nun's profeflionf 
AndJ've fome private reafons 'gainft'confeilion. 

Befides, our good men of the church, they fay, 
(Whpa. fiQ)¥, thank bcav'ni may love as well as pray) 
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Maft then be only wed to cloyflerM hoafes : 

Stop,— there we're fbbb'd of twenty thoafand fponfes : 

And, faith, no bad ones, as I'm told; then jadge ye» 

I«*t fit we lofe our benefit of clcrgf. 

In freedom's caufe, ye patriot- fair, arUe,:, 
Exert the facred. influence of your eye:> ; 
On valiant merit deign alone to fmile, . * 
And vindicate the glory of our iile ; 
To no bafe coward proilitute your charms, 
Difband the Jover who deferts his arms ; 
So (hall you fire each hero to his duty. 
And Briijjb rights be favM by Britij^ beauty. 

E P I L 0» G - tJ .E 

T O T H B 

MAID- OF BATii^ 

WRITTEN BY MR,. CUMBERLAKD, 

Spoken by Mrs. Jewell. 

CONFIDING in the jufttce of the plact,);" 
To yoa the Mkid of Bath fubmits her caie 3 
'Wrong'd and defeated of three feveral fpoufes, 
'She lays her damages for nine full houies. 
'^Vell, firs, yoa've heard the parties /iro and con* 
Vo the pro's carry it ? Shall the fuit go on ? 
Speak hearts for us, to them we make appeal ; 
Tell us not what you think, but what you feel : 
Afk us, why brifig a privato^aiife to view i 
We anfwer, with a figh— becaufc 'ti,s true : 
For tho' invention is our .poet's trade, 
HtTc he but copies parts^ which others play 'J..... 
For on a ramble late, one (larry night, 1 

With Afmodeo, his familiar fprite, 
Hi^h on the wings, by his condu^lpr-a fide, 
This guilty icene the indignant Bard defcry'd^ ^^n j -O 
Soaring in air, his ready pen he drew, : . tifa o f 

And dafb'd the glowing (atire as he flew : 1 «>•-.? 

£or in thefe rank luxuriant times there needs ' 
Some Urong bold hand to £luck the noxious weeds«f 

The. 
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The rake of fixty, cripplM hand and knee, ^ 
Who fins on claret, ana rej>ents on tea: 
The wiclefs Macaroni, who purloins 
A few cant words, which foxne pert gambler coim: 
The undomeiHc Amazonian dame, 
Staunch to her Coterie, in defpitr of fame: 
Thefe are the vi£lims of our poet'i plan, 
But moft, that m n/I^r-^Bn unfeeling man. 
When fnch a foe provokes him to the fi^ht, 
Tho' maim'd, out fiillies the puilTant knight : 
Like WithringtoD, maintains the glorious Hfiftf 
And only yieldt his laorel.— with his life. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

Capuchin. 

WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, fiSQ^ 

Spoken by Mn. Foote. 



CRITICS, whene'er I write, in every fcese 
Difcover meanings that I never mean ; 
Whatever oharader I bring to view, ^ 

I am the father of the child 'tis true, > 

But e^cry babe his chriftening owes to you. J 

** The comic poet's eye, with humorous atr^ 
Glancing from Watlingdrcet to Grofveuor-fquarc, 
He bodies forth a light ideal train. 
And turns to ftiape the phantom? of fai« brain s 
Meanwhile your fancy takes more partial aim, 
And gives to airy nothing, place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 



Tic waggon, loaded with his goods, convey'd 
To the fame (bot his whole dead (lock in trade, 
OrijdnAls «na copies— *ready made. 



} 



To M new painter all the country came, 
Lord, Lady, Doctor, Lawyer, 'Squire, and Dame* 
The humble Cnrate, and the Curate's wife, 
AU ak a likenefs— taken from the life. 

Behold 



I 
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Behold the canvis on the eafel ftand ! 
A pallet graced his thumb, and brufhes fiird his hmnd : 
Bat> ah ! the painter*s (kill they little knew. 
Nor by what cnrioos roles of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his antient (lore» J 

Forniih'd for each a face drawn long before, > 

God, Dame» or Hero^-of the days of yort. j 

The Caefars» with a little alteration. 
Were turn*d into the Mayor and Corporation : 
To reprefent the Rector, and the Dean, 
He added ^igs and bands to Prince Eocene : 
The Ladies* blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces* 
. Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame. 
His works adorned each room> and fpread his fiamt* 
The countrymen of tafle, admire and ftare, 
'^ My Lady's leer ! Sir John's roajedic air ! 
Mifs.Dimp]e*s languiih too !— extremely like! 
And in the flile and manner of Vandyke i 
Oh I this new limner's pictures always ftrike ! 
Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair ; or big, or little ; 
The very man or woman to a tittle !" 

Foote and this limner in fome points agree. 
And thus, good Sirs, you often deal by me. 
When, by the royal licence and protedion» 
I (hew my fmall academy's coUeiftion, 
The Connoifleur takes out his glafs^to pry 
Into ea^h pidnre with a curious eye ; 
Tarns topfy-turvy my whole compo(ition, 
And makes mere portraits all my exhibition. 
But Aill the copy's fo exadb, you fay ; 
Ala5,. the fame thing happens every day ! 
How many a modiih welldrefs'd Fop you meet* 
Exadly fuits his fliape*— in Monmouth ftreet $ 
In Yorkfliire warehoufes, and Cranborn-alley, 
'Tis wonderful how ihoes and feet will tally I 
As honed Crifpin underftands his trade. 
On the true human fcale his lafts are made. 
The mcafurc of each fcx and age to hit. 
And every Ace, as if befpoke, will fir. 
My warehoufe thus for nature's walks fuppliet 
Shoes for all ranks, and laih of every ^w. 

Sifc. 
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Sit flill, and try theoiy Sirs ! I long to pleafe ye ! 
IJow well thej^ fie ! i hope, you find them eafy : 
If the (hoe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it. 
But if well made— 1 wilh you health to Wv-ar it. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

SCHOOL FOR wives: 

Spoken by Mrs. Abixgton. 

CA N it be thought, ye wives ! this fc^ibbliflg fooV 
• Will draw you here, by calling you to School ? 
Does not he know, poor foul I to be dircclcd. 
Is what you hate, and more to be correded ! 
Long have thefe walls to public fame been known^ 
An antient College to inftruft the town ! 
yie^e S^beels for Rakes f iov Father s^ Lovers^ Wi<vesp - 
Por naughty girls and boy^, to mend their lives : 
Where (omc to yawn» fomc round about to look^ 
Some to be feen, few come to mind their book : 
Some with high wit and humour hither rnnt 
To fweat the mailers — and they call it fun* 
Some modifh fparks, true Hoicks, and high bred,. 
Come, but VL^tx know what*s done, or iung» or faid ; 
Should the whole herd of critics rouud them roar. 
And wilh one voice cry out, encore! encore! 
Or louder ^^U off, off\ no more / no more ! . 
Should Pit, Box, Gall'ry, with con vulfionj (hake. 
Still arc they half afleep, nor t'oiher half awake : 
Of Ladiea/air 1 are thefe fit men to wed ? 
Such hufbands, balf^ had better be f »/// dead.^ 
But, to return— vain men, throughout the nation^ 
Boaft, they alone, have College education : 
Ate not *we qualify*d to teach degrees ? !) 

We've cafj smd gotvnst n*y ^^W/ too, if you- pleafe, > 
Cornel/y*Sf and jilmack*s, our Uninjerfities / j 

Young female ftudents rife, if girls of parts, 
From undyer graduates,— Jiv^r^/ ef arts ! 
The bafhful fpinfiers, .turn important fponfes* 
«Sttive (0 be mafiers, and the heads ef ben/es ! 

Wilt 



}. 
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Will any of you here, bleft with a wife, 
'Difpute the fa£l,— you dare not for your life. 

Ptay tell me truly, critics, and be free, 
• Do you this night,- prefer the Wijt to me f 

Shall Mr5. ^Belvilfe give the Play a name ? % 

What arc h^ merits ? a cold, fmiling dame, V 

While I, a falaraander, livM in flame ! j 

^Prefs'd by three lovers ! — *twas indeed provoking I 
.Ladies, njponmyword, it was- no joking. 
-Can you from mortal woman mere tt^uirt. 

Than fave her fingers, and yet play with fire ? 

The rifks I run, the partial Bard upbraids ; 

Wives won't be taught,-*be it the ScbQol fer Maids. 



PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

WEST INDIAN. 

Spoken by Mr. Reddish. 

CRITICS, hark forward ! noble game and new* 
A' fine Well Indian ftarted full in view : 
liot^As the foil, the cliroe, which gave him birth, 
You1l run him on a burning fcent to earth; 
Yet don't devoor himin hisiiiding place, 
*Bag him, he'll ferve you for another chaccj 

I For fure that country has no feeble claim. 
Which fwells,our commerce, and fupports your fam.c* 
And in this humble (ketch, we hope you'll find. 
Some emanations of a noble mind; 
Some little touches, which, tho' void of art. 
May find perhaps their way into th^ heart, 

.Another hero your excufe implores, 

. Sent by your fiHer kingdom to your (hores ; ) 

Doom*d by Religion^'s too fevcre command. 
To fight for bread againfl his-native land : 
A brave, unthinking, animated rogue. 
With here and'thcre a touch upon the broeue : 

.Xaugh, but defpife him not, for on his lip 

%£li9 errors lie ; .bia heart can never t;ip. 

Others 
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Others there are-^bat may we not prevail 
To let the Gentry tell their own plain tale ? 
Shall they come in ? They'll pleafe yon* if they can | 
If not» condemn the Bard— but fpare iht. moM. 
For fpeak, thinky a£t, or write in angry times, 
A wiih to pleafe is made the wodl of crimes ; 
Dire dander now with black envenomed dart, 
Stands ever arm'd to llab you to the heart. 

Ronfe, Britons, roufe for hononr of your ifle. 
Your old good- humour ; and be feen to fmile. 
You fay we write not like our fathers*— true. 
Nor were our fathers half fo ilri£t as you. 
Damn'd not each error of the poet's pen. 
But judging man, remembered they were men» 
Aw*d into iiknce by the time's abufe. 
Sleep many a wife, and many a witty mufe ; 
We that for mere experiment come out, 
Are but the light arm'd rangers on the fcout : 
High on Pamaflus' lofty fummit ftands 
The immortal camp $ there lie the chofen bands t 
But give fair quarters to us puny elves, 
The giants then. will fally forth themfelves i 
With wit's fliarp weapons vindicate the age. 
And drive ev'n ArthMr*% magic from the Stage. . 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

A L M I D A. 

WRITTEN BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD^ ESq^j 

^oken by Mr. Reddish. 

CR I T I C S be dumb— To-night a lady fues> 
From foft Itadia's Chores an Engliih mufe ; 
Tho' fate there binds her in a pleaGng chain. 
Sends to our St^e the oflfapringof her brainy 
True to her birth ihe pants for Eritiih bays> . 
And to her country truds for genuine praife. 
From infancy we'll read in tragic lore. 
She trracb the path her father trod befbit ( 



THEATRICAL BOUQJJET/ 4^ 
"To the ime candid judges trufts her caufe^ 
And Jiopes tAe lame indaleence and applaufe. 
No Saltck Law here bars the female's clainiy 
"Who pleads hereditary right to fame. 

Of Love and Armis (he fings^ the mighty tiro, 
Whofe powers nniciog mail the world fubdae | 
Of Love and Arms ! in that heroic age» 
Which knew no poet's, no hiftorian's pa^ $ 
But war to glory form'd th' onletter'd mind. 
And chivalry alone taught morals to mankind ; 
Nor taught in vain, the yoath who dar'd afptre 
To the nice hoooara of a lover's iiie, 
Obferv'd with dnteous care each ri^rid rale. 
Each ftern command of laboor's patient fchool ; 
Wasearl^ train'd to bear the fultry beams 
tOf burnmg fans, and winter's fierce extremeii 
Was brave, was temperate : to^ooe idol fair 
His vows he breath'd, his wiihes center'd there : 
Honour alone could gain her kind regard. 
Honour was virtue, beauty its rewai^. 
And ihall not Britiih breafts, in beauty's caufe, 
Adopt to-night the manners which (he drawsi 
Male writers wexonfefs are lawful prise. 
Giants and moofters that but rarely rife i 
With their enormous fpoils your triumphs grace. 
Attack, confound, exterminate the race; 
But when a Lady tempts the jcritic war. 
Be all knights-errant, and protedi the fair. 



PROLOGUE 

T *0 

DOUBLE- GALLANT^ 

COUU) thofe, who never try'd, conceive the fwtal^ 
The toil required, to make a Play comp leat j 
They'd pardon, or encourage ail that cou'd 
Pretend to be but tolerably good. 
Plot, wit, and humour's hard to meet in one. 
And yet without 'em aU—aU*s lamely done ; 



I 
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-One wit» perhaps, another humour paints ; ' • i • 

A third deiigns you well, but genius wants ; 

'A fourth begins wiih fire-^bat, 'ah ! to weak too hold 

it, faints. - - 

A modem Bard, who late adorn'd the bays, *% 

Whofe mnfe advanc'd his fame to envyM praife, > 

Was ftill obfervM to want his judgment moll in Plays. 3 
Thofe, he too often found, required the pain. 
And (Iron ger forces of a vigorous brain : 
Nay, evtn alter'd Plays, like houfes mt ndc(?, 
Coft little lefs than new, before they're ended ; 
At leail, our Author finds the experience true, ' - 
For equal pains had made this wholly new : 
And tno* the name (ecms old, xhe/reifes will (how ^ 
That 'tis, in fad, noinore the fame, than now > 

Fam'd Cbatfiwortb is, what 'twas (bme years ago. J 
Pardon the boldnefs, that a Play (hou'd dare, 
With works of fo much wonder to compare : 
But as that fabrick'^ antient walls or wood 
Were little worth, to mi^e this new one good ; 
So of this Play, we hope, 'eis underftood. 
For tho' from former /ones fome hints he draws, 
The ground-plot's wholly chang'd from what it was ; 
Not but he hopes you'll find enough that's new. 
In plot, in perfons, wit, and humour too : 
Yet what's not his, he owns in other's right. 
Nor toils he now for fame, but your delight. 
If that's attain'd, what matters whofe the Play's ; 
Applaud the /elites, and (trip hini of the praife. 



PROLOGUE, 

Jti the Revival of Every Man in his Humour. 
Spoken by Mr. Gaurick. 

CRITICS! your favour is our author's right— 
The well- known fcenes, we (hall prefent to-night* 
Are no weak efforts of a modern pen. 
But the (Irong touches of immortal Bbn ; 
A rough old Bard, whofe honeft pride difdain'd 
ikjifUufe icfelf unlefs by merit |;ain*d— — 

Aai 
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And wou'd to night yonr loudeft praife difclainiy 

'Should his great (hade perceive the doubtful framCi 

- Not to his labours granted, but his name^ 
Boldly he wrote, and boldly told the age, 

**« He 4ar'd not proftitute the ofeful Stage, 

' ** Or purchafe their delight at fuch a rate, 

' '' As for it, he himfelf muH juflly hate : 

■ •• But rather begg'd they would be pleas'd to fee 
•* From him, foch plays, as other plays Ihou'd be; 
•« Wou'd learn from him to fcorn a motley fcene, 
"And leave their monfters, to be pleas'd with men?* 
Thus fpoke the Bard^^and tho' the times are ehang'dy 

•Since his frte mufe, for fools the city rang'd ; 
And fatire had not then appear'd in flate> 
To lafli the finer follies of the great : 
Yet let not prejudice infeft your mind. 
Nor flight the gold, becaufe not quite refinM ; 
With no fmall nicenefs this performance view. 
Nor damn for low, whate'er is jttft and true : 
Stire to thofe fcenes fome honour (hou'd be paid, * 
Which CambJen pationiz'd, and Shake/pear play'd. 
Nature was nature then, and ftill furvives j 
The garb may alter, but'the ftibftance lives. 
Lives in this play— ^where each may find complete 
His piclur'd felf«^Then favour the deceit' > ■ 
Kindly forget the hundred years between; 
Become oid Brirms^ and admire old Ben* 

EPILOGUE 

T O 

CARELESS H U S B A N D. 

WRITTEN BY COLLEY CIBBER, E8C^ 

^ /CONQUEST and freedom are at length oar own, 7 
V> Falfe fears of flav'ry lio more are fhown ; S 

Nor dread of paying tribute to a foreign throne. j 

•All ftations now the fruits of conqucft fhare, "^ 

Except (if fmall with great things may compare) f 

Th* pppreft condition of the lab'ring Player. J 

D We'jT 
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We're ft ill in fears (as you of late in Franct) 
Of the defpotic power of fong and dance : 

So: while fubfcription, like a tyrant, reigns» . ^ 

laturc's negledlcd, and the flage in chain?, \ 

-And Englijh adors flaves to fwell the Frenchman s gains. \ 
Like Jlifop^% cro\y, the poor out-witted ftage, 
That liv'd on wholcfome plays i' th* latter age. 
Deluded ontc to fing, ev'n juftly fervM, 
Let fall her cheefe to the fox mouth, and ftarvM : 



O that our judgment, as your courage has 
Your (amc^ extended, wou'daflert our caufe, 



cation, fay.:^ 

} 



Th^t nothing^«r§//y^ might fubmit to foreign laws. *^ 
. If we*\>ut Ijve to fee that joyful day, 

Then of the Eu^lijh ftage, revivM we may. 

As of your honour pow, with proper application. 
So when the Gallick fox by frauJ of peace, 
. Had lul rd \}iC'Mr//iy/> Jion into cafe, 

And faw tliat fleep composed tis couchajit head, 
'. .He bils him wake, and fisre Jiimfclf betray 'd 
'. -In toils of treacherous politics around him laid : 

Shews him how one clofe hour of GV//Vi. thought 
. Retook thofe towns for which he vears had fought. 
'^ At this th' indignant favage rolls hi> fiery eyes, 
'I Daaqtlefs, tho* bluOiirg at the bafe furprife, 

Paufes awhile -t: but, finds delays are vain : 
■ Compell'd to fight, betakes his ih^g^y mane ; 

He grinds his dreadful pangs; and ftalks to Bliftbeim^s 
plain. 
. *Xh«re with trei^i^d creft, and horrid roar. 

He furious plurges on through ftreams of gore, 

Ani dye^^ii\JiA\Ct'Ba'varian'h\o(A the puif le Z>a- 

•tf^^'s.fhore. ri 

■ In one puOit battle frees the deftin'd flaves ; 

HeydycvS'lc^^vX^'^/^ ^^^-^''^ i^nd an cii?pL^e faves* 
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THEATRICA*L ::FO:UQ^UET. ^t 
P R O L O G U E 

T O 

S E M IRA M I s. 

WRITTEN BY G. E. AYSCOUGH, ESQ. 

Spoken by Mr. Reddish, 

CRITICS! I come your favowr to implore 
For one, who never quak'd (o much before 5 
He, for a while, has left the gay parade, 
IJas dofPd the gorget ! — and the fmart cockade ! 
•Each inftrument of war has thrown aiide. 
To fret ! and (Irut it here— in tragic pride I 
From foreign (bores are rich materials brought* 
Which to your Englijh mode our Bard has wrought, 
Phophus forefend — left he new dangers rue. 
And rife, like Larust too near the fan $ 
On waxen pinions juft about to (ink. 
On his own rafhnefs then too late he*II think. 
And drown in a black fea o f ■critic's ink ! 

Ye gentle, feeling, female hearts be kind ! 
A foldier fues !— «his brows with laurels bind ! 
In this— your empire, your prote£lion yield ! 
At life's expence«— he'll pay you in x\kefeU! 
J^Ior fighting battles, uor befieging towns, 
He dreads !— and only trembles at your frowns ! 

But hold !-»our Author bid me fay one word 
To all his honour'd brothers of the fword ! 
He bfgs by rh^m tfus night to be befriended ; 
And bids me promife, (this great bus'nefs ended) 
He'll gladly re'^(rume i\Lt jfajh once more, ■ w 

"If they his prxlline rank will then reHore, ^ 

.Nor ^cero him a idjentr from the CORPS. S 

Vz TRO- 




SI THEATRICAL B O U QJJ E T. 
PROLOGUE 

TO THE 
:D U E L L I S T. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR. 

Spoken by Mr. S m it h. 

E A F to the bar, the pulpit, and the throne. 

And aw*d, if avv'd, by ridicule alone, 

he darng Duellift, in cipt^ious pride, 

/Hath long his friend, his king, his Ciod defied. 
Thrice happy we, if laughter from the flagc 
Should cure this frantic folly in the age : 
Happy the father, Cfter, mother, wife, 
Who prize a fon's, a brother'?, hulband'* life. 
Should we dethrone the tyrant, whofe caprice 

; So oft endangers andtleftroys their peace j 
V/hofe fell defpotic fway doth ev'n cnflave 
The great, the good, the generous, and the brave,; 
Nay, arrant c<iward.s, forcM into a fray. 
Now fight, bccaufe they fcar-^-to run away. 
Our modifti heroes, it is true, may blullcr, 
Take heart of gr^ce, and all their fpirits mufter. 
This peaceful reformation to oppofe. 
And take, in $alij our author by the nofe>- 

, But, when the comic mufc true humour fires. 
And zeal the pcii»nant fi.ttriil infpires 
Againft abfurdity to fet his wit. 
And folly's mark, altho* in mirth, toJiit, 
Inhere lies m^re peril in hi^ pointed words, 
7 han lies, alack, in twenty of their fwords ! 
EncouragM hence, the poet of to-night, 
Againft thcfe angry boys hath dar'd to writQ.; 
Fur, by the way, it is on you. he reckons, 
Natpre.'^ own caufe cfpoufing, as his feconds. 
OcK^his prcfumption doth he take the field* 

vHoping to make the ftouteil bluftcrer yi*ld ; 
If filent they, who neither love nor fear him» 

,,Confent t^ fit, and patiently will hear him. 
If xkty do this, he doubts not to difperfe 
Tkiir preicot prejudice fpr caru and tiini, i 

Thtix 



THEATRICAL B O U CLU E T: 

Their poinllefs fwords to parry with his pen. 
And piflol-proof, put down thefe mighty men 1 



s* 
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WRITTEN BY R» B. SHERIDAN, ZSQ^ 

Spoken by Mrs. Yates* ^- 

Tp^!ihevell*d ftiff, like- J/ia*s bleeding queen,* 
J' J Shall I wkh jefts deride the tragic fcene ? 
Mo, beauteous mourners !— from whofe downcail cyei-^"^ 
. The Mflfe has drawn her nobleft facfificc ! 
Whofe gentle bofoms, //>y*/ ^j/r*r/— bear 
The chryftal inccnfe of each falling tear I— 
—There lives the Poet's praife ! — no critic art 
Can ikratch the comment of a feeling heart ! 

When gen'ral plaudits fpeak the fable o'er-^ ' 
Which mute attention had approved before, 
Tho' ruder fpiri ts love th* accultom'd jcil, 
Which chafes forrow from the vulgar brcaft, 
Still hearts rcfin'd their fadden'd tint retain^ 
—The figh is plcafure ! and tl>e jeft i^ pain ! 
—Scarce have they fmiles to honour grace or wit, •• 
—Tho* Ro/cius fpolce the vcrfe himfelf had writ I 
Thus thro' the time when vernal fruits receive 
The grateful Ihow'rs that hang on Jfiril's eve ; 
Tho* cv'ry coarfcr ftem of foreft birth. 
Throws with the morning beam its dews to earthy 
— Ne*er does the gentle rc/r revive fo foon^— 
Btit bath'd in nature's tears, it droops till noon* 

O could the Mufe one Ample moral teach, ^ 
From fcenes like thefe, which all who heard might reach t 
—Thou child of fympathy — whoe'er thou art, 
Who with JJ^na*B queen has wept thy part- 
Go fearch, where keener woes demand relief, 
Go— while thy heart yet beats with fancy'd grief; ^ 
Thy lip dill confcious of the recent figh, 
TJje graceful tear ftill ling'ring in thy eye— 
1> 3. 
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Gc— 2nd on real mifeiy bellow 

The blcft effufion of fiditious woe ! — 

So fliall our Mufe, fupreme of all the nine, 
Deferve, indeed, the title of— £)/i;/«f /— 
Virtue fhallown hcrfavour'd from above. 
And ///y— greet her — with a fxllcHs lore ! 



PROLQGUE 

T O 

SHE sraop^s to concluerj 

Or, . THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 

WHITTEN BV MR. GARRICK. 

^ohn iy Mr. Wood war d, dreje:/ in Black, and holding 
a Handier c Hi/ to his Ejes^ 

EX C US E me,. Sirs, I pray — I can't yet fpeak^ . 
Tm crying now— and have b^ren all the week I 
*Tis not alcM ibis mourning /uit^ good maftcrs ; 
r^vi that ivithin'^OT which there are no plaiflers ! 
Pray would you kno^ the reafoh why I'm crying i 
The Comic Mufe, long fick, is now a dying I 
And if ihe goes, my tears will never Hop ; 
For as a play'r, I can*t fqueeae out one drop 5 
1 am undone, that's all — fhall lofe my brcad-^ 
Pdraiher, but that's noihing— lofe my head.. 
When the fwcct maid is laid opon the bier, . 
&hutet and / (hall be chief mourners here. . 
To bif a mawkifti drab of fpurious breeds 
Who deals \t /mtiment^h will fuccced 1 
Poor Ned And /are dead to all intents, 
We caij as foon fpcak Greek as /enfinnnts ! 
Both uervoos grown, to keep our fplrits up^ 
We how and tbeti take down a hearty cup« 
tVhat fhall we do ?— If Comedy forfake us ! 
fbey^il turn us out, end no one e/Je tviil take us ; 
iiXt why can't 1 be moral f Let me try— 
My heart thus frcffihg— fix'd my face and ey^--* 
'With a (entdtitibUs Icok^ that nothing iheans^ 
liAtKh ate biotks iti feoiiitiCDUl fcenei} 

Th»i- 



Theatricai; bo O^q^xJe*/. 

Thus I begin— ^/// J no f goU i bat glitters, 
Plea/ure feems /iA.eett but proves a glafs of hitter :i 
When ignorance enters^ folly is at hand \ 
Learning is better far ih}in bovfe and lan£ 
Lei not your 'virtue trip^ ivb^ trips may ^unlble^ " 
And 'virtue is KOt njirtue, ^f fi^* tutrtblt. 

F give it up morals ^'on'r-dD for me ; 

To make you laugh, I mud play tragedy. 

One hope remains hearing thtrmaid was ill,' * 

A doSlw comes this night tofht'.viiis fkill. 

To chcarhtr heart, and give your mufules motiod|; 

He \Vi finje draughts prepared, prcrertts a potios, 

A kind of magic charm-^*-*-for be aiTur'd, 

li you will fvDAlU'vi it; the maid is cur'd : ' 

But dcfp'rate the DoAof^ and her cafe is. 

If you rejcA the dofe, and make wry faces \ 

This trtffh he bdafts, witt boaftrit whili? he live*, • 

No fttit^nhus drugt are mixM iii what he gives ; 

Should ke fuccecd, you*ll give him his degree, 

If not, he will within reteive no fee ! 

The college j^^tf, mud his pretcnfions back, * 

P^nounce him reguiar, or tiub iiinr quack; • 



EP IL OG UE 

T 6 

EAR L- OF WARWICK.- 

WRITTEN BV DAVID GARRICK, ESQ* 

Spoken by Mrs, Yates. 

EXHAUSTED quite withprifen?, racks, and death/- ' 
Permit me here to take a lltcle breath I 
Yoti who have fcenmy aftions, known their fpringi, -^ ' 
Say, are we women fucH in/ipiJ things t 
Say, lordd of the creation, mighty men I 
In nvhai have you furpafsM us, lohere ? and avi/« f 
I come to know to njuhoM the palm is due, 
To us weak vcffels, or to ftronger you ? 
Againil your conquering fwords, I draw — my fan> ^ 
Ct)ine on !— mow parry Marg'ret, if ybu can, 

{Sets kerjelf in a fofitri t/ defence. 
D 4 St.ind 
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Stand up, ye boafters ! Cto i be pit J don't there fueak* 

ing fit ; 
Are you for pleafurti politics^ or ivit ? 
The boxes fmile to fee me fcoM the pit. 
^heir turn is next- and though I will not wrong *em, 
A woeful havock there will be among 'em, — 
You our bed friends, (/« the pit) love, cherifh, and 

refpefl us ; 
Kot take our fortunes, marry, and negled us. 
You think indeed, that as you pleafe, you rule us. 
And with a flrange importance often fchool us ! 
Vet let each citizen defcribe a brother, 
ril tell you what you lay of one another. 
My neighbour leads ^ poor/culy a ivoiful lifif 
A iKorihy m.'^>^Lst gcvettt^d by bis ivife / 
How, fay yoii ? what al! filentf — then, 'tis true : 
We rule the city— Now, great firs, to you. {to tbt hoxis.) : 
What \9y0ur boall ?^Wou'd you, like me, have done, . 
To ^Ttt a captive wife, or fave a fon ? 
Rather than run fuch dangers of your lives, ^ 
You'd leave yoar children and lock up your wlvet* . 
When with your nobleft deeds, a nation rings ! 
You are but puppets, and we play the firings. 
^V« plan no batflof— tru^-^but oiit-of fight. 
Crack goes the fan,f- and armies halt or fight ! 
Yon haveth' advantage, Ladies— wifely reap it, . 
And let me hint the only way to keep it. 
Let men of vain ideas have th^ir fill. 
Frown, bounce, ftride, ftnir,— while you, with happylkifl/. 
Like anglersi ufe the fiaeR filken thread 1 
Give line enoagh— »nor check the tugging head : 
The £fli loill flounder— you with gentle hand, 
Aod fofc degrees muft bring the tnut to Uml : . 
A more fpeciic noftium cannot be— 
ti^bMium ^r-a&d jiever fails with mi» 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

EN GLISHMAN IN PA R I S^ 
Spoken by Mifs Macklin. 

ESCAPED from my Guardian*s tyrannical fway>- -* 
By a fortunate voyage on a profpcroos day,. 
Fam landed in Englatnit and now muil endeavour. 
By foiiic means or other, to curry your favour. 

Of what ufe to be freed from a Gallic fa bjidion^ • 
Unlcfs I'm fecure of a Biitijh prote4^ion; 
Without ca(h,— but one friend — and he too juft roade^ • 
Egad I've a mind to fct up fome trade ; 
Of what fort ! in the papers I'll publirti a pufF 
Which wont fail to procure nve cuflom enough : 
** Th2t a Lady from Paris is lately arriv'd, 
**^ Who with exquifite art has nicely contrivM 
"The beft paint for the face,— the bell pafte for th#. 

«* handj, 
'* A water for freckles, for flufhings, and tans. 
*• She can teach you ihe melior coeiFcure for the heacl^ * 
•• To lifp-i— amble — a^nd fimper — and put on the red ; ♦ 
** To rival, to rally, to backbite, and fnccr, 
♦* Um — no ; tliat they already knoA' pretty well hera« 

** The Beaux flie inllrudls to bow with a grace, » 
** The happicft fhru^, — the nc.vclt grimace. 
** Td parler Francois, ^ dh, flatter, and dance, 
** Which is very near all that they teach ye in France, • 
*• Not a Buck, nor a Blood, through the whole EngUJb 
** nation, 
" But his roughnefs flic'll foften, his figure Qie'll faibion. 
** The meereft John Trot in a week you (hall zee 
** Bienpoli l/ienfrize tout a fait un Marcjuit,** 

What d'ye think of my plan, is it formed to your goot ? 
May I hope for difciples in Sny of you. 
bhall I teJl you xny thoughts, without -uile* wkhout art. 
Though abroad I've been bred, I have Brifiain arhe<\rt* 
Then take this advice which I givefor her fake. 
You'll gain nothing by any exchange you can make. 
In a country of commerce, too great the cxpencc 
jMi&ilieii. baubles and bows, to give your good ienfe. 

Dl^ TRO. 



^ . inv^^UItH of Greece and Rcr: 
X^j (?f ciJur n tifui i.ow can c 

I'v'ii .I'Ji. •.■.■.i:;'.'US helps in vaii 
Our triumphs 1 inguifli in the pul 
And grave proceflions mufically (1 
Here pafs unheeded, — as a Lord I 

On eagle wings the poet of to-r 
Soars for frefh virtues to the fource 
To Cbina^s eaftem realms : and be 
Confucius' morals to Briiannia^i e: 
Accept ih' imported boon ; as echc 
Receiv'd from wand^ringi chiefs her 
Nor only richer by the fpoils becon 
But praife tk' adireot'rous youth, wh 

One dubious cbara^ier^ we own, 
A patriot zealous- in a monarch's cai 
Mice is the taflc the var}'ing hand to £ 
And teach the blending colours to c 
Where, rain bow- like, th* encroachi 
Each other's bounds, and mingle, li^ 

If then, adiduou^ to obtain his er 
Yoa find too far the fubjed's zeal ex 
If uodiftinguifli'd loyalty prevail?, .^ 
"Where nature ihrinks, and .(Irong af 
On China* t tenets charge the /ond zn 
And fparc his ert«r r**- »- * 
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PR o L o a U £ 

TO 

ENGL IS H M E R C H A. N T^ *• 

Spoken by Mr. K r n gJ 

EX C H year how many EnglifK vlfit France, 
To learn the language, or to learn to dance t 
'Twixt Doyer-cliffis and Calais,, in July, 
Obferve how thick the birds of paffige fly ! 
Fair-weather fops in fwarms, freflwwater failors. 
Cooks, mantaa-makers, milJinerfi, and tailors ! 
Our bard too made a trip ; and, fland'rers -fay, 
Bronght home, among fome more run -goods, a play > * 
Here, on this quay, prepared- 1* onload hiscargo^ 
If on the fcetgbt you lay not an -embargo. 
«* What! am Ibrandcd fora fmugglcrr*' cries- 
Oar little Bayesr with anger in his eyes. 
** No. Er.glifli poets, Englilh Merchants made,: 
** To the whole world of letters fairly trade : 
** With the rich (lores of antientRome andGreece^^ -* 
** Imported di^tj'f I ee^ may fill iheir piece: 
** Or, like Columbus, crofs tb' Atlantick ocean, 
•* A^d fet Peru and Mexico in motion ; 
•• Turn Cherokees and Catabaws to Ihape^i 
** Or fail for w/V ^n^bum^ur to the Cape.*' 
Is there a ^wewvir here from Spitalfields \ 
To his award our author fairly yields. 
The paiterfty he allows, is not quite new. 
And he iinportSL the ranjit materia U too. 
Come whence they will, from Lyorts, Genoa, R^me, ' 
'Tit Engljifh filk when wrought in Englilh loom. 
Silk I he recants;^ and ownft, with lowly mind,. ^ 
His manufafture is a coarfer kind; 
Be it drab^ drugget, flan n;jl, doyley, U't'C^ 
Rog, or whatever au/'/i/^r-ovr^ir you pleafr^ » 
So it have leave to rank in any daft, 
isQtmxxtiQtix Epglijb Stuf, and let it paf* ! 



. ••.": .' and immorta] C'^.r. 
^I^ yni::-: i^ r; '»'ii f.imiliar tc Oi;i lia^j 
.{fcic t/.c A*..-..': - j'i:M has dilVl.iy'cl 
At ci:cc a bri-c;, a Ihcc:; and mart of 
-Here, trea on t.ireat*ninq; to lay ftnia R. 
Grave candle-fn offers oft in Senate fat. 

To-night in Finice we have placM our 
"Where I have been— Uv'd— died— as you 
Yet, that my travels I may not difgrace. 
Let me— fince now rcviv'd — dcfcribc the j 
Nor wou'd the Tour of Europe prove our 
CouM every Macaroni do the fame. 

The City's fcif— a wonder, all afrrce— 
Appears to fpfing, like Vamsy fro.n the fe 
Founded on piles, it rifes from the Hrand^ 
Like Trifle plac'd up-^n a filvcr fland : 
Wl.ile many a Iv/Ter i/le the profped crown 
Looking like fugar plums, or fio?.ting towi 

Horfes and mules nc*cr pace the narrow 
Wiierc crouded walkers ellJow all they mcei 
No carts and coaches o'er the pavement cla 
L^ics, Pricfts, Lawyers, Nobles,— po by 
Light bor.tiand gondolas tranfporr them al 
Like one eternal party to VauxbalL 

Now hey for roerrimeni !— hence grief ai 
The jolly Carnival learl* i« ^^^ 
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There dear Ridottos conllantly delight. 
Arid fwect Harmonic Meetings ev'ry night! 

Once in each year the Dog^ afcends his barge. 
Fine as a Lcn^cn Mayor's, and thrice as large ^ 
Throws a huge ring of gold into the 'fea, 
And cries— •• Thus Wc, thy Sovereign, marry thee. 
*^ Oh may'ft thou ne'er, like many a mortal fpoufe, . 
**'• Prove full of dorms, and faithlcfs to thy vows I" 

One word of politics— and then I've donc-^ 
The ftate of yskice Nobles rule alone. 
Thrice happy BrJ/aU, where with equal hand 
Three well^pois'd dates unite to rule the laud I 
Thus in the theatre, as well asilaie. 
Three ranks. muH join to make us blefs'd and great* 
Xing, Lords, and Commons, o'er the nation fit; 
Pit, Box, and Gallery, rule the realms of wit* 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BAN K R U P T. 
Written and Spoken by Mr. Fqotk. 

fOR Wit's keen Satire, and this laughing Stage^ .. 
What theme fo fruitful ns a Bankrupt age ? 
not confiu'd to Commerce is the curfe. 
The Head is near as empty as the Purfe. 
Equally funk, our Credit and our Wit, 
N6r is the Sage more folvent than the Cit : 
All thefe ;— but foft, ere thus abroad we roam. 
Were it not prudent fi rft to look at home ? 
Vba, gentle Sirs, have giv'n me credit long. 
And took my word for many an idle Song; 
Biit if cxhaufted, I give notes to*day Jt> 

For Wit and Humour which I cannot pay, . v, 

I moil turn Bankrupt too, and hop away ; Vj 

Ufilefs, indeed, I modefffy apply 
For leave to fell my Works— by Lottery ; 
TW few will favour wherc's no Caih to fee 'em ; 
r«Qr hopee^ Umt Avay;^ to £art with skj Mvisxjm I 

/. m 
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My old frier d^/w/ri, indeed, may lend his aid. 

And fell by Audlion all my Stock in Trade ; 

His placid features, and imploring eye, 

May tempt, perhaps, the tardy Town to buy ; 

His winning manner, end his foft addrefs, 

To other Sales of mine have giv*n fuccefs ; 

Bot after all, my ever honoured friends, 

On you alone my fate this night dcpenc's. 

I've fought fome battles, gain'd fome vifl'ries here. 

And little thought a Culprit to appenr 

Before this HouTe ; but if refolv'd you go 

To find mtf guilty, or to make me fo, 

To grant mc neither Wit, nor Talle, nor Senfe, 

Vain were my Plea, and ufelefs my Defence: 

Bot flill I need aot fteal, I will not beg, 

Tho' I've a paffporf in this wooden leg ; 

Bat to my cot contentedly retire, 

Aiid ftew my cabbage by my only nfe. 

Mean^time, great Sirs, my fentence yet unknown 

E'en as your Juftice be your Candour ftievvn. 

And when you touch my honour, ^on't forget your own 
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PROLOGUE- 

TO T HE 

O X O N I AN I N T O W N. 

Spoken by Mr. Woodward. 

FRESH from the Schools^ behold an Oxford Smart^.- 
No Dope to Science, no dull Slave of Art; 
As to our Drefs, fgith. Ladies, to fay truths 
It is a little aukward and uncouth ; 
But after all, my ever-honour'd friends. 
On you alone my fate this night depends. 
Pre fought fome battles* gainM fame vjifl'ries her^ . , 
And little thought a Colpril to appear ; 
No fword, cockade, to lure you to our arms*— 
BttI l^en, this filky tafi^l has. it's charms ; 
What mortal Oxford Laundrefs caa wiihitand 
This, and the graces of a well-ftarch'd band ^ ' : 
]to this array, . our Spark» with whining air». . 
Si»kUj accciU ibe fxoth d^mpe^^^ "', ■ 

JTiffif 
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Faft by the tub, with folded arms he Hands, 
And fees his furplice whiten in her hands ; 
And as ihe dives in o the (bapy floods, , 
Wilhes almoft— himfelf were in the Aids* . 

Sometimes the car he drives impetuous on, .-^ 
Cut, la(h, and flaO), a very Phacchon ; 
Swift as the ^ery Gourfcrs of the Sun, 
Up hill and down*, his raw-bon'd JHackneys run, - 
Leaving, with heat bilf dead, and dull hgif blind, 
Torppikes and bawling Hofls behind.. , 

Yon think, perhaps, we read — perhaps we may. 
The New^ a Pamphlet, or the laf! new Play j 
But for the Scribblers of th* Augullan age, 
Horace f and fuch queer mortals — not a page j 
His brilliant fterling Wit we jiiftly hold, 
More brilliant far,. transform 'd to fterling Gold: 
Though Euclid VIC digpH withcnt mi^ch pain. 
And folve his Problems — ^.into brifk Chanipalgne. 
Fir'd with this juice— why, let the Prodlor come ; 
•• Young men,, 'tis htc— it's time you were at homc.*^ 
*** Zo)^nds I are you here, we cry, with ypvH" duJI ruled^ 
«• Likfe Banqttoh Ghoft, to pujh us from our fiools ?** 

Such are the ftudies Smarts purfue at College ; 
Oh I we are great Proficients in fuch knowledge. 
But J10W, no more from claflic fields to glean. 
The Mufe to Co^vitft- Garden (hifts the Scene : 
There ihaJl I enter next, jans Cap and Gown, 
And "play^ my part on this great Stage, the Tovjn* 

[BMng, and going, refurn^ 

Soft ye; a word or two before I go ; 
Onr, Piece i« call'd a Comedy you know ; 
A two-a£t Comedy ! thou|h Rome enads> 
That cv'ry Comedy be juft fivt Afts., 
Hence Parent Dullnefs, the vain title begs. 
For fqualling, dancing monfters on five legs* . 
The Bantline of to-night, if rear'd by jou. 
Shall run, tilce men and women, upon two^ 



SCRUB^s STRATFORD JUBILEEi 

Ty ROM Stratford arriv'd— piping hot— gcntrefolkv.. 
X/ -f rom^he r«Kft.of (hows aod moft wonderful jokes^ 
■ -'• , Yottj»r. 
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Your fimple acquaintance. Scrub, comes to declare 
'Twas fuller, by ifar, than our Litchfield great fair ; 
Such crowds of fine ladies, ferenading, and finging^ 
Such firing of lo'jd pateraroes, and ringing. 
To tell it in London mud feem all a fable. 
And yet 1 will tell it as well as Vm able : 
FirJl, fomeihing, in linguo of fchojh, call'd an ode| . 
All critics, they told me, ailow'J very good : 
One faid — You may take it for tru hy I afTure ye, 
*Twas made by the little great man of old Drory. 
By my I rother Martin, (tor whofe fake, d'\e hear) 
This' night I'd a mind for a touch at Shakefpear ; • 
But, honeftly fpeaking, I take more delight in 
A bit of good fun, than drums, trumpets, and fighting. 
The proccflion, 'twas faid, would have been a fine train. 
But could net move forwards— oh, la ! —for the raiiu 
Such tragical, comical folks, and fo fine ; 
What pity it was that the fun did not fhine ! 
Since ladies and baronets, aldermen^ 'fquircs. 
All went to the jubilee full of defires, 
In crowds, as they go for to fee a new play ; 
And when it was done— why they all came away.! ^- 
Don't let me forget— a main part of the fhow 
Was long.taird line comets by fam'd Aagelo. 
Some tiirtle 1 got, which they call'd paOiapee, . 
But honed roail beef's the bed turtle for me. 
1 hate all ragouts, and, like a bold Briton, 
Prefer good plumb pudding to aught I e'er bit on :: : 
J xirank too, (and now I a Poet may be) 
•From a charming fine cup of the mulberry- tree* 
To bed 1 mufl go — for which» like a ninny, 
I paid, like xny betters, no lefs than a guinea, 
F6r rolling — not deeping— in linen Co damp. 
As ilruck my great loe, ever fince, with the cramp : 
Thus fleec'd— in my pocket I felt a great fmaning. 
Yet griev'd not when I and theiplinters were parting, 
*Twas worth ten times mote lo hear fweet 
Martin : 



rting, T- ) 
arting, r 
brother C,\' 

^e fpoke till poor Scrub wat jufl fit with one-ey* 
To. langh, while the other was ready to cry ; 



* This aliudei to Mr. Wftfton^ ddiga of /.: .va ,.-. .rhartf> 
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M^hich makes me now tell you, without any brag, 
He*8 fecond to none bat the Warwickfhire wag. 
The jubilee over, I came to this place. 
To tell you my ftory and fuc for your grace : 
You nerer refused it— yet never before* 
With granting fuch kindnefs, bound gratitude more« 
I iove,^bat to own with a diligent fpirit,: 
Your favours have ever out-run my flight merit. 



PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

JUBILEE; 

Spoken in the CheraSfer of a Waiter. 

TFJ'ROM London your honours, to Stratford Vm come, 
Jt^ I'm a waiter your honours, yon know buftling Tom^ - 
Who proud of your orders, and bowing before ye. 
Till fupper is ready,t I'll tell you a flory. 

'Twixt Homnfkmi and Colebrcokt^ two hooTes of fameik 
Well known on that road, the two Magpyes by name^. 
The one of long ftanding, the other a new one. 
This boafls it's theoldone, and that it's the traeone*:: 
Sure we the old Maggye, as well as the youDger** 
May boafl that our liquor is clearer and ftronger; . 
Of i>ragging and puffing you make but a jeft. 
You tatte of us both, and will Hick at the beft ; 
A xace we have bad, for your pafiime and laughter, 
Youn? Mag fiarted firft,. with old Mag hopping after ^. 
Tis /aid the old houfe, hath poffisil a receipt^ 
To make a choice mixture, four, (Irong, and fweet : 
A JuBiLBE punch, which^ right ikilfuUy made, 
Jafur'd the old Magpye, a good running trade ; 
But think you we mekn to moncporze. No ! No ! 
We are like brother AJhliy, pro publico bono. 
Bach Magpye your honours, will peck at his4}rother« 
And their natures were always to crib from each other; 
Young landlords aod old one*s are taught by their callings . 
To laugh at engrofling— but to pradife forcftalling ; 
Our landlords are game cocks, and fair play but grant 'etn» . 
riLfvarram you pailime from each little bantum* 
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Let's return to the punch — I hope from my foul, 
That now the old Magpye may fell you a bowl ; 
We have all forts and fizes, a quick trade to drive, . 
As one (hilling, two (hilline, three (hillmg, five ; 
In this town of Stratfcrd^ you'll have each ingredient, 
Befide a kind welcome, from me your obedient; 
ril now fqucczc my fruir, put fugar and lam in, 
And be back in a moment, {BtU rings) a coming, a- 
coming, a coming. 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

B O NT T a N* 

WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 

Spoken by Mr. KiNOr 

EA S H I O N in ev'ry thing bears fov 'reign Avay, 
And words and perriwigs have both their day : 
b'have their purlieus too, are modilh each 
Iq ftaicd dillrdls, wigs as weU as fpcech. 
The Tyburn fcratch, thick club, and TtmpU tye, 
The parfon's feather- top, frizzM broad and high ! 
The coachman's cauliflower, built tiers on tiers 1 
Differ not mc^e fron bags and brigadiers. 
Than great St. George's, or St. James's ftilef, 
JFrom the btoad dirkA of Broad St. Giles. 

What js BoN Ton ?— Oh, damme, cries a Buck*-* 
Half drunk— aflc me, my dear, and you're in tuck ! 
Don Ton\ to fwear, break windowd, beat the watch. 
Pick up a wench, drink healths, and roar a catch. 
Keep it up, keep it up I damme, take your fwing t 
Bon Ton 11 ///>, my boy : Bon Ton's ihe fbit/g / 

Ah F I loves life, and all the joys it yields-* 
Says Madam Puflbckf warm from Spttal-fields. 
£ofi9 Ttne*$ the fpace *twixt Saturday and Mondayf > 
And riding in a one-horre chair o* Sunday 1 
*7is drinking tea on fammer afternoons 
At Bagnigge- Wells, with china and gilt fpoons i 
'Tis laying by our ftuffsy red cloaks and pattens, , 
To.dancf Cow-iilli^tu, aJl in (ilks .and fattins I 

Vulgar \ 
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VuJgar ! cries Mifs. Obfervc in higher life 

The fcather'd fpinfler^ and thrice feather'd wife I 

The CIm6*$ Boh ^on. Bon Ton's a cbnftant trade 

Of Rout, Fiftino^ Ball and Mafquerade ! 

^is plays and puppet>fhews ; 'tis* fern ethlfig new f 

*Tis lofing thoufands ev'ry night at lu ! 

Nature it thwarts, and contradids all reafbn ; 

*Ti8 ftiff French ftays, and fruic when out of {cafon C 

A rofe, when half a guinea is the price ; 

A fet of bay5, fcarce bigger than fix mice ; 

To viiit friendsy you never wifli to fee ; 

Marriage 'twixt thofe, who never c^n agree ; 

Old dowagers, dreil^ painted, patch'd, and curl'd % 

This is BcmTon^ and this we call the ixorld ! 
• [True, fays my Lord ; and thou my only fon^. 

Whatever your faults, ne'er fin againft Bon Ton ! 

Who toils for learning at a public fchool, 

And digs for Greek and Latin is a fool. 

Frencby French, my boy's the thing ! jaft% ! prat^j^ 
chatter ! 

Trim be the mode, whipt-fyllabub the matter ! 

Walk like a Frenchman ! for on Englifh pegs. 

Moves native aukwardncfs with two left legs* 

Of courtly friendfhip form a treach'rous league; • 

Seduce men's daughters, with their wives intrigue ; 

In fightly femicircles round your nails ; 

Keep your teeth clean — and grin, if fmall-talk fails- 

But ntv^Jaughf whacever jeft prevails ! 

Nothing but nonfenfe e'er gave laughter birth, 

That vulgar way the vulgar fhcw their mirth. 

Lailghter's a rude convulfion, fenfe that juiHeSy 

Difturbs the cockles, and diftorcs the mufcles. 

Hearts may be black, but all ihould wear clean facefi^ 

The graces, boy ! the graces, graces, graces 1] 
Such is Bon Ton! and walk this c'ty thro', 

In building, fcribbling, flghtltig, and virtd. 

And various other (hapes, 'twill rife to view. 

To-night our Bayes^ with bo!d, but carelefs tintSi 

Hits off a fketch or two, like Darly's print?. 

Should connoiffeurs allow his rough draughts ftrike'effi^. , 

Twill be Bon Ton to fee 'em and to like *em. 

f The lideA between crotchets «re emitted at the Theatte, • 

AH 
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AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE. 

T O 

MISS IN FIER TEENS. 

WRITTEN BY MR. HAVARD. 

Spoken by Maftcr and Mifs SiMSOK, 

FOND of your praife — the praife which moll I lovc^, 
Once more I come your clemency to prove ; 
Our little train mull be included here, 
They afl with inexperience and much fear; 
And let this fmall apology be made, 
Tne author fufFers ihro' our poor parade. 

For my own part — ([ feel a warmth within-*— W- 
And furc ambition is a charming fin :) 
Boldly I com&— Genius fometimea appears* 
And Harts beyond the promife of its years : 
Beneath the fun-fhine of my patron's eye 
Some hafty plants muft rife— and, why not I? 
G cou'd I iijllow!— but how poor my claim I 
ITow few the candidates that reach to fame ! 
Yet let me with an hiimbler eye adore 
The envyM height to which I cannot foar— 
Let me by imitation— ——— 

[Mifi Simfin eutert. .• 

Mifs. • Jack ha* done ; 

Tho' you're no woman, yet your tongue will ron : 
*Tis ours the province fure to laugh and chat ; ■ ■ 
Yours the dull fenfelefs chord of low and Hat. 
Ladies, I durfl to fwear, mv little T>rother, 
Tho' for himfelf he can make fuch a pother. 
Has never once fo much as mentioned me«— ' >* 

And yet I hope, that stty foon you'll fee^ V^ 

I have my merits too ^ as well as he. ^' 

Mafter. Siller, this giHifti prattle will not do— 

M(fs. Be quiet, Jacky— hey day 1 — Who are you ? 
Shall you cajole the andience with fine fpeeches. 
And leave me out— becaofe you wear the breeches I 
No, by the charter of our fex I fwear, 
li any praife goes forward^ 1*11 have ihase* 
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^Mafier, Well, my bold filler, fince you arc fo hearty^ 
/A match 1 your hand ! you (hall be o* the party* 
'Now to the audience gratL-rol turn with mc. 

And thaak 'em for their pail indulgeney. 
'O be propitious to our early claim ; 

Our hearts fprtng upwards, znd we pant for fame! 

With friendly warmth receive us to your care ! 
-What you have planted, let your kindnefs rear; 

StUl -will we labour to deferve your praife. 

And dedicate to you the fruit yoaraife. 
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FR O M F/f/iT^^r's great original, to-day 
We took the hint of this our modern Play.: 
« Our Author, from his lines, has ftrove to paint 

A witty, wild, inconilant, free gallant : 

With a gay foul, with fenfe, and will to rove, ^ 

'With language, and with foftnefs fram'd to move, % 

With little truth, but with a world of love. - J 

Such forms on maids in morning flumbers wait, ^ 

When fancy ArR. inftru^ls their bearta to beat, f 

When fiift they wifli, and figh for what they know r" 
not yet. j 

/-Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 

Reach your cold hearts by fome unguarded way ; 

Let Filleroy^ misfortune make you wife, 

.^here's danger flill in darknefs and furprife j 

^ho* from his rampart he defy'd the foe. 

Prince Eugene found an aquedu^ below. 

With eafy freedom, and a gay addrefs, 

A preffing lover feldom wants fuccefs : 

Whilil the refpcaful, like the Grtek^ fits down, 
^•And wailes a ten years (lege before one town. 

For her own fake, let no forfaken maid. 

Oar wanderer, for waat of love, upbraid | 
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Since 'tis a fecret, none ftioa'd e'er confcfs. 
That they have loft the happy pow'r to pleafe. 
If you fufpcdl the rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break fiift, and fwcar youVe turn'd him off a week; 
As Princes, when they refly Statefmen doubt. 
Before tliey can furrender, turn 'em out. 
"Whaic'er you think, grave ufes may be made. 
And much even for Inconilancy be faid. 
Let the good man for marriagc-rites defign'd, 
With ftudious care, and diligence of mind, 
Turi> over every page of womankind ; 
Mark every fenfe, and how the readings vary, 
And, whien he knows the worft on't, — let him marry. 



} 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

MISS I.N HEJl TEENS. 

Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 

^^^00I> folks, I'm come at my young Lady's bidding, 

\J To fay, you all are welcome to her wedding. 

Tli^cxchangc (he made what mortal here can blame.? 

Shew me the Maid that would not do the fame* 

For fure the greateft monfter ever feen. 

Is doating/!y/>' coupled with Jtxieen ! 

When winter age had almoft caught the Fair, 

YoDth, clad in lunfliine, fnatch'd her from defpatn 

L'ke a new Zemele the ViiginJay, 

And clafpM her lover in the blaze of day. 

Thus may each maid, the toils almoft intrapt In, 

Change oldsStr^imon for the hriik, young Ceptaim. 

\ love tbefe men of arms, they know their trade : 

LetDaftardsfor; the Sons of fire invade! 

They cannot bear around the bait to nibble. 

Like pretty, powder'd, patient Mr, FribbU: 

To dangers bred, and ULilful in command. 

They ftorm the ftrongeft fortrefs, fword in hand! 

Nights without deep, and floods of tears when waking, 

Shew'd poor Mifs BidJj was in piteous taking : 

She's now quite well ; for maids, in that condition. 

Find the young LorerJs the beft Phyfician.; 

Ant 
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iAnd without help of art, or boaft of knowledge. 
They cureinore womeo, faith, than all the College! 
Sot to the poiat— I come with low petition. 
For, faith, poor^^j^'^i is in a fad condition ; 
'* Tbf huge tall hangman (lands .to give the blow. 
And only waits your pleafures— ay, or no. 
If you (hould— /V/, Box, and Gallery^ egad! 
Joy turns.his fenfes, and the man runs road: 
But if your ears arc ihut, your hearts are rock, 
And you pronounce ihe fen ten ce— block to block, 
Down kneels the Bard, and leaves you when he's dead. 
The empty tribute of an Author's. head. 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

A CHRISTMAS TALE. 

^Mujk piays^ and Jlnjeral ptrfins enter «with difftrent hinds 
ofdijbes. jljter tbem^ Mr. ?ALMEKf in ihe Chara^er 
pf Christmas. 

O on— prepare my bounty for my friends. 
And fee that mirth with all her crew attends : 

To the AUDIENCE. 
Behold a perfonage well known to fame ; 
Once lov'd and honour'd— Ci6r^OT^/ is my name ! 
IWy officers of ftate my talle difplay ; 
Cooks, fcullion^ paftry-cooks, prepare my way ! 
rvHolly, and ivy, round me honours fpread. 
And my retinue ihew, I'm not ill-fed : 
Minced pies by way of belt, my breati divide. 
And a large carving knife, adorns my fide ; 
*ris no f^'s weapon, 'twill be often drawn ; 
^This turban for my head is collar'd brawn ! 
The' old, and white my locks, my cheeks are cherry, 
Warm'd by good fires, good cheer, Tm always merry : 
VVith.carroU fiddle, dance, and pleafant tale, 
Jed, gibe, prank, gambol, mummery, and ale, 

• Alluding to /lira's Prolo^e to the Rcttarfii, 
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I, Engliih hearts rejoic'd in days of yore ; 
For new llranee modes, imported by the fcore^ 
You will not fore turn Chriftma: out of door] 
Suppofe yourfeWes well feated by a fire, 
(Stuck cloie, you feem more warm than you defire) 
Old father QbriftmAs now in all his glory. 
Begs, with kind hearts, you'll liften to \C\%fioryt 
Clear well your minds from politics and fpleen. 
Hear my l^aU out— fee all that's to be feen ! 
Take care, my children, that you well behave. 
You, Sir, in blue, red capc-^not quite fo grave: 
That critic there in black — fo ilern and thin. 
Before you frown, pray let the tale begin— 
You in the crimfon capuchin, I fear yon. 
Why, Madam, at this time facrofs appear you ? 
Excufe nic pray— I did not fee your huiband near you 
Don'c think, fair Ladies, I expcd that you. 
Should hear my tale— you've fometbing elfe to do : 
Nor will our beaux, old Engl i(h fare encourage; 
No foreign tafle could e'er diged plumb-porridge* 
J have no faucc to quicken lifelefs £nners. 
My fcod is meant for • bontft hearty grinntrs ! 
For you— -you fpirits with good ftomachs bring ; 
O make the neighboring roof with rapture ring ; 
Open your mouths, pray fwallow every thing ! 
Critics beware, how you our pnmks defpife ; 
Hear well my tale, or you fha'nt touch my pies ; 
The proverb change-^be merrj^ but not *wift% 



I 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

REFUSAL. 

WRITTEN BY MR. C I B B S R« 

Spoken h^ the Author. 

A^ ALL ANTS ! behold before j^ar eye« the wight,0 
\ Tf Whofe aaions iland 'accountable to-nighti > 

f c. ri' \ • our dividends of profit or delight, 3. 

• To the upperlEiiUeiy, 

New 



/J 

} 
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New Plays rcfemble bubbles, we muft own, 
But their intrinfic value foon is known : 
There's no impofing plcafure on a Town. 
And when they fail, count o'er bis pain* a|id trouble. 
His doubts, his fears, the Poet is the bubble. 

As Heroes by the Tragic Mufe arc fung ; 
So to the Comic, knaves and fools belong : 
Follies, to-night, of various kinds we paint. 
One, in a female philofophic Saint, 
That wou'd by learning Nature's laws repeal, % » 

Warm all her fex's bofoms to rebel, > 

And only, with Platonic raptures, fwcll. #• 

Long (he refills the proper ufe of beauty, 
But flefti and blood reduce the dame to duty. 
A Coxcomb too of modern (lamp we (how, 
A wit— but impudent— —a South Sea Bsao. 
Nay more our Mufe's (ire (but pray protedl h?r) 
RoaAs, to your tafte, a whole South Sea Dircftor* 
But let none think we bring him here in fpice, 
For all their adlions, fure, will bear the light; 
Befidcs, he's painted here in height of power, 
Long e'er we laid fuch ruin at his door: 
When he was levee'd, like a Statefman, by the Town^ 
And thought his heapM up millions ail his own. 
No, no; dock's always at a thoufand here, 
. He*ll almod honed on the Stage appear. 

Such is our fare, to feed the mind our aim., 
But Poets (land, like warriors, in their fame ; 
One ill day*6 work brings all their paft to fliamc. 
Thus having tafted of your former favour. 
The chance fecms now for deeper llakes than ever. 
As, after runs of luck, we're more accurll, 
To lofe our winnings, than have loll at (irft ; 
A fird (lake loft has often fav'd from tuin. 

But on one caft to lofe the tout is hard undoing. 

But be it as it may the dye is thrown, 

J'-car now were folly— —Pafs the Rublun. 



PRO 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 
Spoken by Mr. Weston. 

lU peeps in at the Stage Doer. 

H\ P I mufic ! raufic ! — Have you more to play ? 
bomewhat I'd oiFer — Stop your cat- gut, pray. 

Will you permit, and not pronounce me rude, 
A Bookfcllerone moment ro intrude ? 
My name is Fools Cap -.—Since you faw me laft. 
Fortune hath giv'n me a rare helping call. 
To all my toils a wife hath put a flop— • 
A devii then ; but now I keep a (hop. 
My mailer died, poor man !— He's out of print 
His widow,— (he had eyes, and t ok my hint. 
A prev to grief (be could not bear to be. 
And (o turn'd over a new leaf with me. 

I drive a trade ; have Authors in my pay. 
Men of all work, per week, per fheet, per day. 
^rtf'vV/rrx— w!i0 rot one foreign country know ; 
Ani PajVral Peets in the found of Bow. 
TranJlMfors -^from the Greek ihcy never read ; 
Cantahs SLTi^ Sophs-^xn Covent-G.irdcn bred. 
Uijioriansy who can't write ;— who only take 
ScifTars and pa(l» ;— cut, vamp ; a book- they make. 

I've treated for this Play ; can buy it too. 
If I could learn what you intend to do. 
If for nine nights you'll bear this tragic (luff; 
I have a News-paper, and there can puff. 

A news -paper docs wonders ! —None can be" 
In debt, in love, dependent, or quite irttt 
Ugly or handfome, well, or ill in bed. 
Single or married, or alive or dead. 
But we give life, dea^h, virtue, vice with eafei 
In (hort, a News-paper does what we pleafe. 
There jealous Authors at each other bark ; 
Till truth leaves not^ne glimpfe, no, not one fpark > 
But lies meet lies, and jodle in the dark. 
Our Bard within- has often fdt the dart 
Scn^froai our qviver, Ie?eird at his heart. 

I'rc 
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IVe prefs'd lum, ere he plays this defp'rate game. 
To anfwer all, and vindicate his name. 
But he, convinc'd that all but Truth muH die. 
Leaves to it's own mortality the Lie. 
Would any know,— while Parties fight pellmell. 
How he employs his pen ?— his Play will tell. 
To that he crafts ; that he fubnriits to you, 
Aim'd at your tendVcft feelings— moral, — new. 
I'he Scenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear : 
Scenes that come home to evVy bofom here. 

If this will do, I'll run and buy it (Irai^ht ; 
Stay — Let me fee; — I think Vd better wait— 
Yes ; — ril lie fnug, till you have fix'd it's fate. 



} 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

L Y A R. 

Between Mifs Grantham and Old Wilding, 

WRITTEN BY A MAN OF FASHION. 

M' Gr. JTL old, Sir. 
Our plot concluded, and ftri^ juflice done, 
1 ct me be heard as counfel for your fon. 
Acquit I can't ; I mean to mitigate : 
Profcrible all lying, what would be the fare 
Of this, and every other earthly ftate ? 
Confidcr, Sir, if once you cry it down, 
You'll fhut up ev'ry coffee-houfe in town : 
The tribe of politicians will want food ; 
Ev'n now half- famiHi'd— for the public good. 
All Grub-ftrcet murderers of men and fenfe. 
And every oifice of intelligence, 
All would be bankrupts, the whole lying race. 
And no Gazette to publifli thtir difgrace. 

O. IFiLL Too mild a fentence ! niuft the good and great 
Patri6ts be wrong'd, that Bookfellers may cat? 

M» Gr, Your patience. Sir ; yet hear another word. 
Turn to that hall where juilice wields her fword; 
Think in what narrow limits you would draw, 
9y this profcription, all the fons of law : 

£ 2 F§t 
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For 'tis the fix'd, detcrmin'd rule of courts, 
Vyner will tell you, nay, even Coke's Reports, 
All pleaders may, when difficulties rife. 
To gain one truth, expend a hundred lyes. 

O. WiU, To curb this pra6lice 1 am fomcwhat loath ; 
A lawyer has no credit but on oath. 

M. Gr, Then to the foftcr fex fome favour (hew : - 
Leave no pofTeflion of our modefl No ! 

O. Wild, Oh, freely, Ma'am, we'll that allowance give. 
So that two Noes be held affirmative. 
Provided ever, that your pi(h and hc^ 
On all occaHons, ihould be deem'd a lye. 

M. Gr. Hard terms ! 
On this rejoinder then I reft my caufe ; 
Should all pay homage to Truth's facred laws. 
Let us examine what would be the cafe : 
Why, many a great man would be out of place. 

O. fFJJ* 'Twould many a virtuous charafler reftore, 

M, Gr. But take a charaftcr from many more. 

O. JFild. Tho' on the fide of bad the ballance fall. 
Better to find few good, than fear for all. 

M, Gr. Strong are your reafons ; yet, ere I fubmit, 
I mean to take the voices of the pit. 
Is it your pleafures that we make a rule. 
That cv'ry lyar be proclaimed a fool. 
Fit fubjeds for our author's ridicule ? 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

WORD TO THE WISE. 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bulkeley. 

HARD is the tafk to trace the Poet's life. 
Where praife and ccnfure ever arc at ftrifc ; 
Where wit and wcaknefs in fucceffi^n reign. 
And hold, by tarns, the Enthufiaft in their train. 

He (to whofe rapid eye the Mofe hath giv'n, 
••• To glance from Hcav'fl to earth, from earth toHeav'n;*') 

O'criooks 
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O'crlooks all vulgar arts and fobcr rules, 

And leaves the world to knaves and thriving fools y 

By an admir'd, rewarded, and careft. 

No future cares perplex his anxious breaft ; 

No gloomy wants the fmiling hours o*ercaft. 

He paints each year propitious as the laft ; 

Whilft his warm heart, for ever unconfin'd. 

Expands for all the wants of all mankind. 

Hence private griefs from virtuous weaknefs flow;- 

Hence Ibcial pleafures prove domeftic woe. 

Oft on this fpot the Mufe, with folemn mien. 
And artful fadnefs, fills the tragic fcene; 
The well-feign'd forrows your attention gain, 
Whilft the prompt tear attefts the pleafing paia; 
But our fad ftory needs no Poet's art. 
To tutor grief, and heave the fwelling heart. 
To you the deep diftrefs is not unknown ; 
Andy Britons ! you have made the caufe your own« 

■ Q may your gentle bofoms never prove 
The untimely lols of thofc you dearly love! 
Since thus your feeling hearts the aid fupply. 
To foothe the Widow's pangs, and Orphan's figh; 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

'MATILDA. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF THE TRAGEDY. 

Spoken by Mifs Younge. 

HA 1 ha ! poor creature 1 how you trembling (land ! 
Come to the Bar, Sir, and hold up your hand y 
You won't— jy Council then you'd have it done. 
And I muft plead your caufe— well, get you gone. 

[Coming foT'i'oard to the Audience. 
Now for the great Tribunal of old Drury ; 
Are you all fworn there— Gem'men of the Jury \ 
Good men, and true, I hope— ftay, let me fee, 
Amongft you all he chailcngts — but three. 
Phylicians, Lawyers, Parfons he admits, ^ ^ 

Beaux, Ladies, Courtiers, Macaronies, Cits, > 

And only fcratchcs— Cr///V/, Kiivs^ivrittrs^ zxA Wxm-j 

E 3 '^^^ 
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The Critic firft we banifh from our fciTion, 
Death is his trade, and damning — his pfx>fef{ion ; 
Dilq.ualify'd— becaufc, to fay no further. 
Butchers are never heard in cafe of morther. 

Next wc difclaim'd th' Artificers of Nc^ms^ 
Who live by fibs, and flourilh by abufe ; 
They mud condemn, or lofe their daily bread ; 
If they don't cut, and flafti — they're never read ; 
Like iabled Giants here they roam for food. 
And fc! fa ! fum ! fnuiF up an Author*s blood ; 
Jn the next Ledger han^ him up to roafl. 
Or tear him piece-meal in — the Mornitig Pofi. 

To Wits we lad except, and 'have all other. 
The hero of our tale— a Ri'val Brother ! 
As rogues, juft fcap'd the galJows, join the /brieves^ 
Turn hangmen, and tuck up their fellow thieves ; 
i)0 Bards condemned, exert the Critic's fkill, 
And execute their Brethren of the Quill ! 
If like their own, indeed, the brat Oiould die» 
They'll gladly join to write — its Elegy; 
But if the child is ilrong, and like to live* 
That is a crime they never can forgive. 

From fuch let Englifh Juries fUll be free, 1 

Our Author here appciUs to your ciecree, > 

The Public is— a Court of Equity. J 

If he has ftiock'd your tafte, your fcnfe, or reafDn, 
Or againft nature guilty been of treafon, 
OflF with his head ; — but if with honed art 
His well-meant fcenes have touch'd the feeling heart; 
If they have rais'd your pity, wak'd your fears. 
Or fwcetly have ** beguiPd you of your tears.'* 
Let venial errors your indulgence claim, 
Your voice his triumph, your applaufe his fame. 

Speak by your Foreman — what faya Goodman Pit ? 
Will you condemn the Prifoner, or acquit ? 
Your Verdidl, Sirs, M/ Guilty— if you pleafe— 
You fffiile— >^rf«i//r/ — hope you'll pay his (ets. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE* 

OXONIAN IN TOWN. 

Spoken by Mrs. Mattockj, 
E^tUr es Lucy nvith a pack of carJs. 
ERE they arc ladies! — Should thcfe charming 



packs 

Be doubly loaded with a filthy tax ? 
«« My card to your*s, my lord, a thoufand pound !" 
Oh ! charming fport! — Oh ! might I deal *cm round ! 
Yet I will ufe them, and, oh 1 deign to lill. 
Though 'tis no ledlurc on the game of whilF. 

The future doom of ga^meilers to explore, 
I, like the SybiPs leaves, the cards turn o'er ; 
Nor think, yc fair, thefe books of fate deceive, 
Thefe only hooks, 'tis modiih to believe. 

Firft,*with long flaff, fhort coat, a fvvag'ring fpark, 
Some gambler 'prentice, or attorney's clerk, 
His fortune afks.— What card dcfcribes thefe cubs ? 
Oh I here I have him— in the knavt of clubs. 
By clear conftrudion of thefe pips f reaJ, 
Thus he will play his cards, and thus fucceed. 
At Hazard, Faro, Brag, he joins the groupc. 
And ends a knave, as he coramenc'd a dupe : 
And thence, his broken fortunes to repair. 
At Hounjlo^v firft, then Tyburn, takes the air. 

Here, in the Hng of diamonds, pidur'd llands 
An heir, .juft warm in his dead father's lands. 
Now hey for cards and dice, his elbows (hake, 
The fympatbizing trees and acres quake ! 
His cpoks lament, dogs howl, and grooms regret, 
Thcii fate depe.idin^ on each defpVate bet. 
Now dup'd. the bullet whizzes through his head. 
And (hatters duU to duU, by leiid to lead. 

Lo ! next to the prophetic eye there Harts 
A beauteous gamciler, in the qu?en of hearts ! 
The cards are dealt, the fatal pool is loft. 
And all her golden hopes for ever croft. 
Yet Aill this card-devoteJ fair I view, 
Whatc'cr her luck, to honour ever true ; 

£4 Sa 
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E r I L o 

TO T H 1 

B U 1^ I 

Spoken by a Scot* 

Hi enttrs Jingi 

T"TOW fwcet are the Banks i 
X J Troth very fwect it is agree( 
But England\i7i% fuch fweets in ilore 
A% never blefs'd our Scpttijh ihore. 
Till bonny Sawntf came in powV. 
Our Patriarch, Patriot, inuckle San 
Makes Scof land Row with milk and 1 
By dint of pow'rful EngUJb Money. 
The Southern Lads, fo trim and g<r 
To Caledonian Lads give way, 
I ken they dinna like the Play. 
But that is neither here or there, 
For Sawnej^ has the Royal Ear, 
So let 'em rail, we need nae care. 
Thii Book which I juft now J^-— ^ 
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So let the Englijb Loons rage on» 
And thou (land firm, bra* mackle John ; 
Per dill when Fortune turns the fcale. 
The Lofers mull have leare to rail; [H^itb m /mttr* 
Bat that we need nae h' ed a pin» 

Since thofe may likcwife laugh who win. [A /nar^ 
Exit Sawney —^figiffg the Highland Laddie* 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

POLLY HONEYCOMB E. 
Spoken by Mr. King* 

HITHER, in days of yore, from Spain or France 
Came a dread Sorcerefs ; her name Romance; 
O'er Britains Ifle her wayward fpeUs ihe cafl, 
And Common Scnfe in magic chain bound fafl. 
In mad Sublime did each fond Lover wooe, 
And in Heroicks ran each B'l/ei-Doux: 
High dectis of Chivalry their fole delight, 
Each Fair a Maid dirtrefs'd, each Swain a Knight. 
Then might Statira Oroom/ates fee, 
As tilts and tournaments, arm'd cap-a-pic^ 
She too, on milk-white palfrey, lance in hand, 
A Dwarf to guard her, pranc'd about the land. 

This fiend to quell, his fword Cervantis drew, 
A trufty Spanijh blade, Toledo true : 
Her Talifmans and Magic Wand he broke- 
Knights, Genii, Caftles— vanifli'd into fmokc. . 

But now, the dear delight of later years, . 
The younger filler of Romance appears:. 
licfs iolemn is her air, her drift the fame. 
And Novel her enchanting, charming name. 
Romance might flrike our grave Forefathers pompt''. 
But Novel for our Buck and lively Romp! 
Cajfandra^z Fulios now no longer read. 
See, two neat Pocket Volunies in their flcad ! . 
And then fo Jinttrmntal is the btile. 
So chafte, yet fo bewitching all the while ! 
Pl't and elopement, paffion, rape, and rapture,*. 
The total fum of CT'nr dear — dear— chapter. 

E5 Tis 
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'Tis not alone the Small-talk and the Smart, 
'Tis Novel mofl beguiles the female heart. 
Mifs reads— (he melts — (he fighs— Love deals upon her— 
And then — Alas, poor Girl ! — good night, poor Honour! 

** • Thus of our Polfy having lightly fpokey 
•* Now for our Author ! — but without a joke. 
*• Tho* Wits anJ Journals, who ne'er fibb'd before, 
** Have laid this Bantling at a certain door^ 
•* Where, lying (lore of faults, they fain'd heap more 
•• I now declare it, as a ferious truth, 
•« 'Tis the firft felly of a fimpU- Youth. 
" Caught and deluded by our Harlot Plays :— . 
«• Then crnfh not in the (hell this infant Bayes ! 
•• Exert your favour to a young beginner, 
" Nor ule the Uripliog like a batter'd finner." 



PROLO GU E 

TO THE 

KNIGHTS. 

Written and Spoken by Mr. Foote. 

HAPPY my Mufe. had ftc firft tnrn'd her art. 
From Humour's dang'rous path, to touch the Heart;, 
They, who in all the bluftcr of blank verfe. 
The mournful tales of Love and »War rehearfe. 
Are fure the Critic's cenfure to efcape, 
You hifs not Heroes now, you only— gape. 
Nor (ftrangers quite to Heroes, King;, and Queens) 
Dare you intrude your judgment on their Scenes. 
A different lot the Comic Mufe attends. 
She is obliged to treat you with your Friends ; 
Muft fearch the Court, the Forum, and the City; 
Mark out the Dull, the Gallant, and the Witty ; 
Youth's wild Profn(ion, th' Avarice of Age; 
Nny, bring the Pit itfelf upon the Stage* 
Fird to the Bar (he turns her various face ; 
Hem, my l.ord, I am Coancil in this Cafe» 

« Thefe Liaei wer« added by Mr. Garrick, on iti beinf 
fcported, cHai he was the Author of chit Piece : and, however 
feMmorou^ and pcctical, contain ai ibid nutter of fafi at the 
^ui;e2 l^rold. 

And 
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And if fo be your Lorddiip (honld think fit. 
Why to be furc my Client muft fubmit ; 
For why, becaufe— then off (he trips again. 
And to the Sons of Commerce (hifts her Scene : 
There, whilft the griping Sire, with mopeing carc^, 
Defrauds the World himfelf, t'enrich his Heir, 
The pious Boy, his Father's toil rewarding, 
For Thoufands throws a Main at Coutnt-Gardtn^ 
Thefe are the.Poi traits we're obliged to fhow; 
You all are Judges if they're like or no : 
Here (hould we fail, feme other fhape we'll try. 
And grace our future Scenes with Novelty. 
I have a plan to treat you with Burleita^ 
That cannot miis your tafte, Mia SpilUtta, 
Bat (hould the following Piece your mirth excttef. 
From Nature's Volume we'll perfift to write. 
Your partial favour bad us firft proceed ; 
Then fpare th' Offender, fince you urg'd the Deed* 



PROLOGUE, 

TVritten by Mr. M U R P H T, and Spoktn ly Mrs. 
Hamilton, on hisfir/i Appearance^ at a Player^ 
in the CbaraSier ^OTHELLO, at Covent- 
Garden. 

HUSH! — fuch a fccne !— enough to make one fplit ! 
We have him fure— this critic, journalill, and wit. 
What fay the knowing ones ? — D'ye think he'll do ?— 
How run the betts ? — ^what odds I— come, entre nous^ 
' ris five to one that he can never thrive ;— 
For 'tis the fearfulleft poor dev'l alive. 
'Thro' that flit curtain he furvey'd the rows, 
Promifcuous fiU'd with critics, friends, and focsr 
** Ay how, (fays he) I pay for ev'ry (in — 
•* Would I were writing eflays in Gray^s-Iav. 
** 'Sdeath, what had I to do with play'rs or jews, 
*' Or true intelligence, by way of news ?" 
Thou filly gentleman l—you're fcar'd at nought; 
Your Grayh'Inn JournaPs long ago forgot. 
** How like a court cenforial do they iit, 
'* The jury all impanncll'd in the pit ! 

E 6 *• Do, 
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*• Do, my dear Madam— youVe a foothing way, 
" Go— ibften prejudice, before the play." 
Pho ! prithee !— prejudice can't here obj.d— 
An audience will preferve it's own refpeft. 
Thus far in frolic jeft — now let me wave 
Each lighter topic for a llile more grave. 

How 10 the fcnate can he grace his caufe. 
When at each word he dreads the critic's laws ? 
"When doubt and fear to difconcert him fcrt^e, 
Throb in each pulie, and feel along the nerve. 
How can the handkerchief pofTefs his mind ? 
Or how (hall grace and charafter be join'd I 
Hard is hib lot in this politer age. 
Who boldly dares adventure on the flage ! 
If wrong — you damn him for a fenfelel's drone—. 
I-f light— by leading fafliion he's undone. 

You then, who in the upper regions fix, 
Sufpend a while ihe tumult of your ilicks. 
Ye box-keepers, each ruder noife give o'er, 
And all be hufti'd, -as fruit-girls were no more. 
Unbend ye critic brows, and O ye beaux. 
Forget the gay anxiety of cloaths. 
Ye fair, complacent hear— if you attend 
Crouds mult obey, and ev'jy murmur end.. 
He copies no man— of what SbakeJ'peare drew,. 
His humble fenfe he offers to your view. 
If genius p onipt him, and not vain defire, 
*Tis your'i this night to fan the llruggling fire.. 
Each random ftroke, each fault indulgent fee ; 
For there lies no appeal from your decree,— 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

Z E N O B I A. 

WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRICK, ESC^;^ 

Spoken by Mrs. Abington. 

{Sht pteps thro' the Curtain) 

O W do you all, jBiood folks ?— In tears for ccrtaloj 
I'll only lake a Fsit behind xhi Cuetain ; 
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You're all fo full of tragedy, and fadnefs ! 

For me to come among ye, would be madnefs : 

This is no time for gigijling — when you've leifare,. 

Call out for me, and Til attend your pleafure ; 

As foldiers hurry at the beat of drum, 

Beat but your hands, that inflant I will come. 

\_S/je enters upon their clapping* 
This is fo good, to call me out fo (oon ■ « 
The Comic Muse by me intreats a boon ; 
She caird for Pritchard, her firfl maid of honour. 
And begg'd of her to take the tafic upon her; 
But flie, — I'm fure you'll all be ferry for'c, 
Rcfigns her place, and foon retires from court : 
To bear this lofs, we courtiers make a (hi ft, 
"When good folks leave u?, worfc may have a lift, 
The CoMJC Muse whofe cv'ry fmile is grace, 
And her Stags Sister, wiih Irer tragic face. 
Have had a quarrel-^— each has writ a Case. 
And on their friends affembled now I wait. 
To give you of their difference A true State 
Melpomene, complains when ftie appears,— 
For five good adls, in all her pomp of tears. 
To raife your fouls, and with her raptures wing *om. 
Nay wet your handkerchiefs, that you may wring 'am. 
Some firippant hufl'cy, like myfelf comes in ; 
Crack gots her fan, and with a giggling grin. 
Hey ! Presto pass !— -alltopfy turvy lee. 
For HO, HO, ho! is chang'd to he, he, he ! 
We own the fault, but 'lis a fault in vogue, 
*Tis theirs, who call and bawl for— Epilooui ! 
C !• fhame upon you— —for the time to come, 
Know better— and go miferable horns. 

What fays our Comic Goddess ? with reproaches. 

She vows her Sister Tragedy c^croichcsl 
And fpite of all her virtue, and ambition. 
Is known to have an am'rous difpoGrion : 
For in False Delicacy — wond'rous fly, 
Join'd with a certain Irishman— O f^t\ 
She made you, when you ought to laugh, to cry- 
Her filler's fmiles with tears (he try'd to fmother, *> 
Rai«'d fuch a tragi-comic kind of pother, > 

You laugh'd >Yith one eye, while you cry'd with t'other. J 

What 
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AVhat can be done?— fad work behind the fcenes ! 

Their comic females fcold with tragic queens. 

Each party different ways the foe aSlails, 

Thefe (hake their daggers^ thofe prepare their nails, 

'Tis YOU alone mufl calm thefe dire mifhaps^ 

Or we (hall ilill continue pulling caps. 

What is your will ? — I read it in your faces j 

That all hereafter take their proper places. 

Shake hands, and kil's and friends, and — bur nth 

CASES. 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

Z A R A. 
Spoken by Mrs. C L i V E. 

HERE, take a furfeit, Sir.*, of being jeaiout^ 
An^JhuH the paifts that plague thofe Turkift> fellows: 
Where U*ue and death ]o\ii hands, their darts confounding^ 
Save us, good Hcav'n ! from this new <u;aj of wo u n d i n c ! 
Cun'd climau / — where, to cards, a lone- left woman 
Has only one of her Mack guards lo/ummon ! 
Sighs,* and fits mope'd,^ with her tanie beaft to ga%i at : 
And, that coll treat is all the game (he plays at ! 

For ihoa'd fhc once, fome a6/er hand be trying, 

Poignard*% the <u;tfri/ /—and, the firft dV^/ is— •dying ! 

'Slife, (hou'd the bloody ivbim get round, in Britain^ 
Where nvomant freedom has fuch heights to fit on ; 
Daggers, provoic'd, wou*d bring on desolation : 
And, murder d Belles un-people half t! e nation 1— - 

Fain wou'd I help this Play, to motve compaljian ; 
And live, to hunt suspicion out of fafhion.— — * 
Four motives (irongly recommend, to lovers. 
Hate of this nueaknefe, that oxxt/cem difcovers : 

Fiift then — A woman will, or won't— depend on'e 
If (he <i4;i7/do't, (he will :— and, tbere*s an endon^t. • 
Bat, if (he ow*'/,— dnce fafe and found your trmji U^ 
Vt^kt is AFFRONT : zndjudpufy injustice. 

Next— be who bids his dear do vihsLiJhe pleafisf 
BluDU wedlock's ///j^r; and all its torture /^/ ; 

For 
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For— ««/ to/eil yoar fuflPrings is the fame. 
As Mot to Jyfftr ;— All the difPrencc — name. 

Thirdly The jea/ous hufband wrongs his honour i 

No wxft gois lame^ without yew^ hurt upon her : 
And, the malicious m)i.rU will ilill be g'^ej/mg^ 
Who, oft' Mnes out^ diflikcs her own cook's drejjimgm 

Fourthly and lalUy to conclude my ledure. 

If you wou'd FIX th* inconjlant lAjift — respect her. 
She who perceives her virtues over-ratsd, 
Will//tfr to have th' account more juftly dated: 
And, borroiAjing from hex pride ^ the good wi(e*s JeemiMg, 
Grow REALLY SUCH— to merit your efteeming. 



EPILOGUE 

* T O 

Z I N G I S. 

BY MR. G AR RICK. 

■ Spoken by Mrs. Abin'cton. 

I'M fent, good folks, to fpeak the Epilogue, 
But 'tis fo dull— I'll cheat the fcribling rogue; 
Among ourfelves, your lofs will be but fmall,— - 
You're * too polite for Epilogue to call ; 
But as for You f, it is your joy and pride. 

Ever to call— but never fatisfied. 

Will you, ye Critics, give up Rome and Greece ? 
And turn Mahometans, and fave this piece ? 
What, (hall our ftage receive this Tartar race, 
Each whiflccr'd hero with a copper lace ? 
J hate the Tartars — hate their vile religion, — 
We have no fouls forfooth— that's their decifion I 
Thefe brutes, fome horrid prejudice controuls ; 
Speak, Englifh hu (bands-— have your wives no fouls ? 
Then for our perfons — (Hll more (hameful work, 
A hundred women wed a fingle Turk ! 
Again, ye Engli(h hufbands, what fav you f 
A hundred wives ! you wou-d not wim for /u'^. 

♦ To the^xes, f To the Gallery. 

Romania 
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RomaDS and GrcelTs for me ! — O that dear Sparta ! 
Their women had a noble Magna Charta ! 
There a young hero, had he won fair fame. 
Might from her hufband a(k a lovely dame ; 
The happy hufband, of the honour vain. 
Gave her with joy, took her with joy again ; 
Thcchofen dame, no druggies had within. 
For to refufe had been a public fin.— 
And' to their honour, all hiflorians fay, 
No Spartan lady ever finn'd that way.— 

Ye l*air, who have not yet thrown out your bait. 
To- tangle captives in the marriage Hate ; 
Take heed, I warn you, where your fn res you fct, 
O let not Infidels come near your net. 
Let hand in hand with prudence go your wifnes. 
Men arc in general the llrangell filhcs I 
Do not for mifery your beauty barter, 
And, O take heed, — ycu -do not catch a Tartar. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ENGLISH MERC HA N T.. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 
Enter Lady Alton in a Pajft^n ; Sp&iier /o/IowtK^k 

Ln Alton, T *'L L hear no more, thou wretch ! — Al- 

X tend to reafon 1 — 

A woman of my rank ! —'tis petty treafon ! 
Hear reafon, blockhead ! reafon !r— What is that ? 
Bid me wear pattens, and a high-crown'd hat ! 
Wi n't you be gpne ? What want you ? What's your view ? 
Spatter, Humbly to fervethe tuneful nine in you.-— > 
1 mud invoke you. — 

Zr. JLon, I renounce fuch things ; 
i^ot,Phethks now, but vengeance fweeps ihe firings • 
My mind is difcord all l»I fcorn, deteft 
All human, kind \r^ou more than all the reft. 
Spatter, i humbly thank you» ma'am,— bat weigh lEe 

matter. 
L* Alton. I won't hear rpzhn ! and J Jiate-y<ui, Spatter ! 
Myfelf, and c?Vy thingi-- " Spatter. 
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Spatttr. That I deny ; 
You love a little mifchief, fo do I ; 
And mifchief I have for you.— 

L. AlioM. Hqwy whert, when ? 
Will you (lab Falhidge ? 

Spatter, Yes, ma'am— -with my pen. 
£• Alton, Let loofe, my Spatter^ till to death you've 

' ftung 'em, 
That green ey'd monfter, Jealoufy, among 'cm. 
Spatter, To daih at all, the fpirit of my trade is. 
Men, women, children, parfons, lords and ladies. 
Thert will he danger. 

Zr. Alton, And there (hall be pay. 

[Gi'ves it him. 
Spatter. In an honeft way. 

[SmiUs and takes it* 
L, Alton, Should my Lord beat you — 

Spatter, Let them laugh that win ! 
For all my bruifes, here's goU'Oeat£r''sJkin, 

iCbittking tb$ prf9. 
L% Alton, Nay^ fhould he kill you— * 
Spatter, Ma'am ! 
L, Alton. My kindnefs meant 
To pay your merit with a monument. 
Spatter. Your kindnefs, lady, takes away my breath ; 
We'll (lop, with your good leave, on this fide death. 
L, Alton Attack Amelia^ both in verfe and profe : 
Your wit can make a nettle of a rofe. 
Spatter, A dinging. nettle for his Icrdfhip's bread ; 
And to my Jiars and flajbes leave the red. 
I'll make 'em mifcrable, never fear ; 
Pout in a month, and part in half a year. 
I know my genius, and can trud my plan ; 
I'll break a woman's heart with any man. 
Z. Alion, Thanks, thanks, dear Spatter ! Be fcvere, and 

bold ! 
Spatter, No qualms of confcience with a parfe of gold : 
Though pill'ries threaten, and though crabdicks talU 
Your's are my heart, foul, pen, ears, bones, and all. 

Ladj Alton alone. \^Extt Spatter* 

Thus to the winds, at once, my cares I fcatter— 
O 'cia a charming rafcal, this fame Spatter / 

Hit 



, uiiu tncnlh, aiiJ be fixM fc 

'^1 hiiiks inarji:iL;e is a co'^foruihlc Uati 
1^0 plc:i(urc like a ^car-u us tele n :eu 
1^0 our lords jullice, for i would not 
There arj not many fuch poor fouls a. 
Our turtles from the town will fly with 
And I'll foretell the vulgar life they'll 
With love and cafe grown fat, they fac< 
And, farmers both, trudge arm in arm 
Now view their ftock, and in their ni 
For ever with their children, or their c 
Like the dull mill-horfe in one round th 
They walk, talk, fondle, dine, and fa. 
^biir eufiom always in the afiernoon^^ 
He bright ^/ol, and ihe tie cbajte full 
Wak'd with thtir coffee, madam firft be 
She rubs her eyes, his lordfhip rubs his 
She fips, and fmirks ;— '• Next week's c 
" Married fev'n years \ — and ts^ty hoi 

*. gayr 
" True, Emmy^ (cries my lord)— the bl 
•* Our hearts in ev'ry thing (yawns ) i 
The day thus fpcnt, my lord for mn/^^ 
HerKr » • - 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

PERPLEXITIES, 

Mr. Bbard initrs baftilj. 

I SPEAK a Prologue !— What ftrangc whim, I wonder. 
Could lead the Author into fuch a blunder ? 
1 aik'd the man as much— but he (poor devil !) 
Fancied a Manager might make you civil. 
*' Garrick (fays he) can with a Prologue tame - 

** The Critic's rage Why can't you do the fame?** 

Becaufe (quoth 1) the cafe is diff'rent quite; 
Garrick t you know, can Prologues fueak, and write. 
If like that Ro/citis I could write, and fpeech it, 
. I might command applaufe, and not befeech it. 
But, fure, for one who, all his live long days. 
Has dealt in Crotchets, Minims, and Sol-fa's^ 
A Singer, to (land forth in Wit's defence. 
And |Sead 'gainft found the folemn caufe of fenfe % 
Perfuade an audience that a play has merit, 
"Without a-fingle air to give it fpirit ; 
*Tis fo much out of charader— -fo wrong—* 
No Prologue, fir, for me, — unlefs in Song, 

The fame (quoth I) yoo poets reap. 

And all yoiir gains, are owing. 
To founds that even meafure keep. 

And flan, as fmoothly flowing : 
But me the lyre wouM better fuit 

Than veries of Apollo ; 
The fiddle, hautboy, horn, or flute^ 

I'm always us'd co follow. 

** Sir (fays he) you'll mar 

** My verfe and meaning too"— 
Sir, mufl I turn fool. 

To humour fuch as you ? 
V\\ fing it if you pleafe— 

'* Sing I cries he, in huff, 
•* Of you and your Sol-fa's 

*' The town has had enough."— 



...^ ^ uic lo llicw a Tingle 1; 
Of what i bragg'J — I did — as tor c, 

The fccnc is prcpar'd, the Critics 
The judges all rang'd — a lerrit 

E're tryal begins the Prologue's a 
A debt on demand— fo take wha 

And this is the way, Mr. Author, 
To trick a plain mufe up with at 

In reodifli Pal-lars you mud cioath 
And warm a cold* Critic's hard he 

With 

Wherefore I thus cotrfat, with due Tub 
Between the bard and me you'd make l 

The whole now on your arbitration \ 

And Prologues henceforward ihall fu 

In what mode foever your t.iile ihall 

Which non( 

For, howe'er cruel critics and witlings 
That at times I, alas ! fomewhaf ^'-^ 
If to vo.. — ' 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

5CHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 

WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ^ 

Aud fpoken iy Mrs. A B i n c t o N, in the Chara6ltr of 
Lady Teazel. 

I Who was late fo volatile and gay, 
9 Like a trade-wind mod now blow all one way ; 
Bend all my cares, my (ladies, and my vows. 
To one old rutty weather-cock— roy fpoufe ; 
So wills oar virtaous Bard — the pye-baU'd Bayes 
Of crying Epilogues and laughing Plays. 

Old batchelors, who marry fmart young wives. 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ! 
Each bring his dear to Town — all faults upon her— 
London will prove the very fource of honour; 
Plung'd fairly in, like a cold bath^ it ferves. 
When principles relax — to brace the nerves. 
Such is my cafe— and yet I mull deplore 
That the gay dream of diffipaiion's o'er ; 
And fay, ye fair, was ever lively wife. 
Born with a genius for the highefl life. 
Like me, untimely blafted in her bloom ; 
Like me, condemned to fuch a difmal doom ? 
Sa'vt money— when I juft knew how to ixjajlt it ! 
League London^ a ft as I began to tade it ! 
Muft 1 then watch the early-crowing cock? 
The melancholy ticking of a clock f 
In the lone ruftic hall for ever pounded. 
With dogs, cats, rats, and fqualling brats furrounded ? 
With humble curates can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter biozrs with the Squire) 
And at back-gammon mortify my foul. 
That pants for l-u, or flutters at a vole ? 
Seven's the main ! — dear found ! — that muft expire, 
Lofl at hot cockles round a Chriftma^ fi^e ; 
The tranfient hour of faftiion too foon fpent, 
** Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content! 
** Farewell the plumed head— the cufhfoned 7t\v, 
^< TJiat takes the calhioo from its proper feat I 
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*« The fpirit ftirring drum ! — card-druoia J mean — 
** Spadilley odd trick, pafn» pafto, king and queen ! 
** And yoUy ye knockers, that with brazen throat 
'< The welcome vifitor's approach denote, 
** Farewell ! — All quality of high renown, 
«« Pride, pomp and circumflance of glorious Town, 
«« Farewell ! — your revels I partake no more, 
«« And Lady Teazel's occupation's o'er !*' 
—All this I told ourBard — hefmil'd, and faid, 'twas clear 
I ought to play deep Tragedy next year: 
Mean while he drew wife morals from his play. 
And in thefe folemn periods ilaik'd away. 
, « Bled were the Fair, like yoo her faults who dopt, 
** And clos'd her follies when the curtain drop: 1 
*« No more in vice or error to engage, 
<( Or play the fool at large on life's great flage !*' 
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IN Parliament, whene'er a queftion comes, 
Which makes ihcC6ie/ look grave, and bite his thumbs, 
A knowing-one is Tent, Hy as a moufe. 
To peep into the humour of the houfe : 
I am that moufe ; peeping at friends and foes. 
To find whivh carry it— the Ayes or Ncft : 
With more than pow'r of parliament you (it, 
Defpotic reprefentatives of wit ! 
For in a moment, and without much pother. 
You can ^fiJTo/vi this piece, and m// another ! 
At 'tis no treafon, let us frankly fee, 
in what they differ, and in what agree. 
The faid fopreme aifembly of the nation, 
With this our great Dramatic ComvcttUn ! 
Bufinefs in both oft meets with interraption : 
ki botb| we uuftj no brib^rj or ($rniftioM > 

B9th 
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Koth proud of freedom, have a tarn to riot» 
And the belt Speaker cannot keep you quiet : 
Nay» there as here he knows not how to (leer him— 
When order, order\ drown'd in hear him, hear him ! 
We have, unlike to them, one conftant rule. 
We open dours, and choofe our gall'ries full : 
For a full houfe both fend abroad their fummons ; 
With us together fit the Lords and Commons. 
You Ladies here have votes— debate, difpute, 
7 here if you go (O iyt for fhame !) you're jnutc : 
Never was heard of fuch a perfecution, 
'Tis the great blemiih of the conftitutioix ! 
No human laws (hould nature's rights abridge. 
Freedom of fpeech ! our dcarell privilege : 
Ours is the wifer fex, though deem'd the weaker | 
rU put the quedion — if you chufemefpeaker : 
Suppofe me now be-wigg'd, and fcated here, 
1 call to Order ! you, the Chair ! the Chair ! 
Is it your fUafiire that this Bill Jhouid fafs — 
Which grants this Poet, upon Mount Parnafs^ 
ji certain /pott 'where n^iter greiu or corn, or grafs? 
You that ivould p2j's this play, fay Aye, and Jave it ; 
You that fay No iviuld damn it — the Ayes have it. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

S E T H O N A. 

WRITTEN BY UK. CUiMBERLAND. 

wSpokcn by Mr. Reddish. 

IN'fclaflic times, as learned anthors fay. 
When Greek or Ronton wits produc'd a play. 
The herald Prologue, 'ere the iports began, 
Fairly ftept forward and annDunc'd the plan : 
In few plain words he ran th? fable through. 
And, without favour, publifh'd all he knew. 
An honeft cuftom : for ihe plan was clear; 
The fcene was fimple, and the Mufe fincere; 
No tawdry falhions warp'd the public taile. 
The times were candid^ and the (lage was clia&t% 



...... v>ui icij you all tomor- 

Authors ate new (o over modcil t>j-ovvi 
Tii-^y jniblilli all nien'5 writings bL't 

Eut lot 1:0 living bard conceive cflci 
Nor take the general in a partial fenfe 
Peace to all fuch I the laboring bee mu 
From flowV to flow'r ; perchance from 
And {hould the comb unwelcome Eavoi 
The fault's not in the fabric, but the h 
The critic wafp, mean while upon the \ 
(An infedl fraught with nothing but a ii 
Difturbs th' induftrious hive, for malice 
Marring that honey, which he cannot ti 

An abfent bard, engag'd in diftaot w: 
This night appears by proxy at your bar 
As o'er Arabia's wilds he took his way. 
From fultry Ormus and the realms of da 
Hit adlive mihd, fuperior to its toil, 
Struck. out thefe fcenes upon the burning 
No cooling grottoes, no umbrageous grc 
To win the Graces, and allure the Love 
No Heliconian fount, wherein to dip. 
And (lake the burning fever on his U" • 
Before him ^n :- J '• 
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An ADDRESS to th$ TOWN, 

hy way of Epilogue to 

'TIS WELL IT'S NO WOUSE. 

Spoken by Mr. Kino. 

T NSTB AD of an Epiloeae, ronnd, fmart, and terie^ 
I Let poor iimple me, and in more fimple stttt^ 
Tuil handle the text—// // ove// </*/ no nnorfe. 
The brat of this night (honld you cheriOi and nnr(e» 
And hu(h it, and rock it, tho' you fill not his pnriet 
1 he Daddy will fay, that— T// nutll it^s no worfi. 
Or (hould his ftrange fortune tarn oat the reyer&. 
That his pockets ^ou fill, tho' his play yoa fhoald tVLtttt 
Still our author will (dLj'—It is well si's no <wor/e. 
Should you put the poor bard and his brat in one herie^ 
Yet to give to the J^ors fome praife not averfct 
Wi comfort ourfelves — It is ivell it*s no mforje. 
The town with each poet will pufh carte and tierce ; 
If the bard can fo guard, that his buff yoa don't pierce^ 
Tho' you pink him a little— '7Vi <weH it*s no <wot^. 
Should the play-houfe be full, tho' the critics fo fierct^ 
The managers, adlors, and author afjperfe. 
We (hrug up our (houlders — 'TV/ tjtjtUit's no njoorfi* 
But (hould yon to damn be refolv'd, and perverfe. 
If quietly after, from hence you difperfe, 
We wi(h you good night— and— '7// w#// it^s no voorfi^ 



PRO 



CUE 



L O 

T O 

FALSE DELICACY, 

WRITTBN BY MR. GARRICK. 

Spoken by Mr. K r N o« 

I'M yexM— quite vcx'd— ^and you'll be vex'd— that'i 
worfe. 
To deal with ftMom Sctibhltn I ibeit'i tlift vixfeV 

F ^iv» 



} 
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Wr'nc moral Plays — thf Blockhead ! why, good people. 
You'll foon expedl this Houfe to wear a Steeple! 
Por our fine Piece, to let you into fafls. 
Is quite a 5<r«rwi,— only preach 'd in ^^/, 
Yott'll fcarce believe me, 'till the proof appears. 
But even i, Tom Fool, muft (bed (ome tcar«> : 
Do, Ladies, look upon me — nay, no finip'ring — 
Think you this face was ever made for whimp'ring ? 
't^an I a cambrick handkerchief flifplay,— 
Thump my unfeeling breall, and roar away ? 
Why t/jis is comical, perhaps he'll fay — 
Rcfolving this flrange aukward Bard to pump, 
I aflt'd him what he meant ?— He, fomewhat plump. 
New purs'd his belly, and his lips thus biting, 
/ mifjl keep up the dignity of turitiug ! 
Tou may ; but, if you do, bir, i muft tell ye. 
You'll not keep up that dignity of belly. 
Siill he prcach'd on — " Bards of a formtr age 
** Held up abandoned Figures on the Stage ; 
•* Spread out their ffit nvith fafcinating art, 
** And catcW d the F ancy , to corrupt the Heart \ 
•* But, happy change! — in thefe more moral dmyt, 
•* Tou cannot f^ort *with f'iriue, eTJ*n in Plays ; 
•« On VirtuCsftde his pen the Pcet draws, 
•* Jind boldly afis a Heating for his Caufe.** 
Thus did he prunce and fwell — The man may prate. 
And feed thefe whimfies in his addle pate. 
That you'll protcft his Mufe, becaofe (he's good, 
A Virgin, and fo chafte !— O lud ! O ludl 
.No Mufe the Critic Beadle's lafh efcapes, 
Tho' virtuous, if a Dowdy and a Trapes: 
If his come forth a decent, likely Lafs, • 

You'll fpeak her fair, and grant the proper pafs ; 
Or ihould his brain be turn'd with wild pretences, 
In three hours time you'll bring him to his fcnfes ; 
And well you may, when in your pow'r you get him ; 
In that (hort fpace, you blifter, bleed, and fwcat him. 
Among the Turks, indeed, he'd run no danger; 
They iacred hold a Maimtiu and a Stranger. 



PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

B A R B A R O S S ,, 
jyritttn by Mr* Garrickl, ai.d jpoken ly htm i„ tl i ' 
CharaSierjif a Country Koy. 

Mealier ! Meallc! ! 

IS not my Mealier here among you pray ? 
Nay, (peak — my Mealier wrote rhTi. fine new PJav-* 
The Ador- folks are making fuch a ciatter ! 
They want the Pro-log,— 1 know nouj^ht o' ih' matter I 
He mull be there among you — look ab ut— 
A weezen, pale fac*d man, do find him out ■ - 
Pray, Mealier, come— or all will fill to fheame. 
Call Miller— hold— 1 muft no: tell his name. 

Law ! what a croud is here ! what a noife and potherj 
Fine lads and laffes ! one o'top o' t'other. 

[Point tug to the Ronus of Pit and GalUrj^ 
Icou'd forever here wich wonder geaze! 
I ne'er faw church fo full in all my days 1— 
Your fervant, Surs !— what do you laugh for ? Eh ? 
You donna take me fure for one o* ih' Play 1 
You Ihou'd not flout an honell Country lad,— 
You think me fool, and I think you half made 
You're all as ilrange as I, and Granger top. 
And, if yoi^ laugh at me, I'll laugh at yoa. [Laughing. 
I donna like your London tricks, not I, - 
And fince you've rais'd my t>{qod, I'll tell you why ? 
And if you wull, fince now I sm before ye, 
For want of Pro-log, Til relate my llory. 

I came from country here to try my fate. 
And get a place among the Rich and Great ; 
But troth I'm fick o' th' journey I ha' ta'cn, 
I like it not — wou'd I were whoame again.— 

Firft, in the City I took up my ftation. 
And got a place, with one of th' Corporation, 
A round big man — he eat a plaguy deal, 
Zooks ! he'd have beat five ploamen at a meal ! 
But long with him I cou*d not make abod'. 
For, cou'd you think't r — He eat a great Sest^toadJ 
It came from Indies-^\w2i% as big as me, C P -f Q -1 IV K 
He cali'd it Belly fatcb and Cafaitt : vi V> 5l r^ W V^ 

F z \j^\i\ 



} 
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Law I how I (larM !— I thoughtj— 'who knows9 but f. 
For want of jnondersy may be made a pye; 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
1*11 back to whoame^ and country-fare again. 

I left Toad-t^itr ; then I farv'd a Lord, 
And there they promis'd ! — but nt'ti kept their word* 
While 'mong the Great, this geaoiine work^ the trade iaiy 
I'hey mind no more poor iervants, than their Ladies. 

A Lady next, who lik'd a fmart young lad, 
liir'd me forthwith— •but, troth, I thoagnt her mad. 
She tiirnM the world top down, as I may fay. 
She changed the day to neet, the neet to day ! 
•One day I fiood with coach, and did but ftoop 
Xo put the foot-board down, and with her hoop 
5he cover'd me all o'er — nvbert are you^ Lout f 
Here, Madtim^ for Hea?en*s fake, pray let roe oat 
I was fo Iheam'd with all her freakiih ways. 
She wore her gear fo ihort, fo low her ftays*— 
Pine folks (hew all for nothing now-a days ! 

Now I'm the Poet's mon— I find with wits. 
There's nothine fartain — Nay, we eat by fits. 
•Our meals, in<&ed, are (lender,— what of that ? 
There are but three on's — Mealier, I, and Cat. 
Did you but fee us all, as I'm a (inner. 
You'd fcarccly fay, which of the three is thinner. 

My wastes all depend on this night's piece. 
But (hou'd you find that all our fwans are gee(el 
E'fieck I'll truft no more to Meafter's bnun. 
But pack up all, and whiftle whoame again. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

CLEMENTINA. 

BY GBORCE COLMAN, E S q^ 

Spoken by Mr. Bekslsy.^ 

IN thefe, our moral and re]i||ious days^ 
Men dread the cryine fin of writing Playt : 
While feme, whofe wicked wit incurs the blame, 
UoM'cr th^ love the trefipafi, fly the iluun^ 



IF, 
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If, a new Holy War with Vice to wage. 
Some preacher ^uitt the pulpit for the ftage» 
The Rev'rend Bard, with mac^ remorfe and fcafy 
Attempts to give his Evening Ledure here. 
The work engendered, to the world mail rife ; 
Bat yet the father may elude our eyes. 
The parilh on this trick of youth might frown. 
And thus, unowii'd, 'tis thrown upon the Town, 
At our Diredor's door he lays the fin. 
Who fees the Babe, relents, and takes it in ; 
To fwathe and drefs it firft nnftrings his purfe. 
Then kindly putt it ost to You — to nurie. 

Should fome young Counfel, thro* his lucklefs ftar^ 
By writflig Pkys turn truant to die Bar. 
Call'd up by you to this High Court of Wit, 
With Mon^iMvmtm we return the writ. 
No latitat can force him to appear, 
Whoie £ulnre and fuccefs caaie equal fear. 
Whatever feet his clients here bellow. 
He lofes doable in the Conrtt below. 

Grave Mema Dolors, whofe prefcribing pea 
Has in the trmdeo^ Death killM many men. 
With vent'toaa^uill here trembliagly engage 
To (lay Kings, Queens, and Heroes, on the Hiigc. 
The Great, if gfeal men write, of (hame afraid. 
Come forth m/^f .— and Beaux, in mafquerade. 
Some Demireps in wit, of doubtful fame, 
Tho' known to all the town, withhold their namt. 
Thus each by tarns ungratefully refufe 
To own the Stouts of their Lady-Mufe ; 
Woo'd by the Coart, the College, Bar and Chordi, 
Court, Bar, Church, College, leave her in the loreli. 

'Tis yonr't to-night the work alone to fcan % 
Arraign the Bard, regardlefs of the man ! 
If Dulnefs waves her poppies o'er his play. 
To Critic fury let it fall a prey ; 
But if his art the tears of Pity draws, 
Aik not his namt— but crown him wicb applao^ 



»3. 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

C Y M O N. 

WRITTEN BY GEORGE KEATE, ESQ. 

Spoken by Mrs, Abingtok. 
EKUr, peeping in at iJbe Stage Door, 

IS the ftage clear! — blefs me ! — I've fuch a dread ! 
It feems enchanted ground, where'er I tread ! 

[ Coming/brucard* 
What noife was that ! — hufli !•— 'twas a falfc alarm—* 
I'm fare there's no one here wiJl do me harm : 
Among'ft yon can't be found a fingle knight. 
Who would not do an injur'd damfel right. 
Well — ^Heav'n be prais'd ! I'm out of magic reach. 
And have once more regained the pow'r of Speech : 
Aye, and Til ufe it— for it muil appear. 
That my poor tongue is greatly in arrear— — ^ 
There's not a female here but ihar'd my woe, 
Ty'd down to yes, or, ftili more hateful, vo« 
MO is expreflive^ — but I muft confefs^ 
If rightly queftlon'd, I'd ufe only tba. 

In Merlin's walk this broken wand I found, 

IS hewing a Broken nuand^ 
Which to /<u/0 v!9rdt my fpeaking organs bound. 
Suppofe upon the town I try his fpell— — 
Ladies, don't ftir !— You ufe your tongues too well : 
How tranquil every place, when by my lkill» 
Fdh is mute, aad evtnjlander ftil) ; 
OklGoffipsfpeecblefs— j?^^« would breed Doriot» 
And all the tongues at Jonatbau^s lie quiet ! 
Each grave prof^on mud new bu(h the wig ; 
Nothing to fay, 'twere needlefs they look big ! 
The remerend DoBot might the change endure. 
He wonld fit ftill, and have his Sine Cure / 
Nor could greeu folks much hardfliip undergo ; 
They flo their bufinefs with an ayb or noT^- 
Bur. come, I oniy jok'd— difmifs your fear; 
Tho* I're the pow'r, 1 will not ufe it here. 
]'iJ only keep my magic as a guard, 
To awe each critic wjio attacks our Bard. I (ee 
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I fee fome malcontents their fingers biting. 
Snarling, '• The antients never knew fuch writing-* 
•* The drama's loft I —the Managers exhauft us 
" With Op'ras^ Monkies^ Mab, and Dr. Fauftu$:\ 
Dread Sirs, a word !— the Public tafte is fickle ;, 
All palate^ in their turn we drive to tickle ; 
Our cafrers njary ; and you'll own, at leafl. 
It is Variety that makes the feall, 
If this fair circle fmile— <ind the Gods thunder, 
I with this wand will keep the critics under. 



P R O L O G U 

TO THS S AM£» 

For New Year's Day. 
Spoken by Mr. King*. 



I 



Come, obedient at my brethren's call. 

From top to bottom, to falute you all ; 
Warmly 10 wiihj before ou? Piece youivitw,. 
A happy Yc^r— to yDu-^you^on-r-and yott !. 

i^o-Vif/— P/V— I Gallery^Z Galkrj, 
From you the Play'rs enjoy and feci it here, 
Thit-mtrrf Chrijimast znd,&\t Bappy-fear^ 

There is a good old faying— pray attenjj it ; 
As you begin the year, yon'H furely end- ft. 
Should any one thris^ night indirm to evil; • 
He'll play for twelve long months the very -devil t 
Should any married dame exert her toiigue, ' 
She-'ll fing the Zodiac rovtadp the fame fweec fongr 
And (hould the hulband .join his mufic too, 
Why then 'tis C«/ and Dog, the whole year thfo\ 
Ye fons of Law and Phjfficp for your caCr, . 
Be fure this day you never take your fees : 
Can't you refufe ?— then the difeafe grows ftrong^. 
You'll have two itching palms —Lord knows how long I 
Writers of News by this flrange fate ar^ bounds 
They fib to-day„ and fib the whole year round. 
You wits alTembled here, botk great and fmall^ . 
Set not this night afloat your critic gall i, 

F 4. \^ 
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If you (hould fnarl, and not incline to^aoghter, 

'What fweet companions for a twelremonth after ! 

You mud be muzzYed for this night at leail; 

Our author has a right this day to feaft. 

He has not toach'd one bit as yet — Remember^ 

*Tis a long Faft from now to next December, 

*Tis Holiday ! you are our Patrons now ; 

yio the up^ OalUrj. 
If you but grin» the critics won*t Bo^^ toowm 
As for the plot, wit, humour, language^-I 
Beg you fuch trifles kindly to pafs by ; 

The moll effential part, which fomething means, 
Az dreHesy dances, fingings. flyings, icenes, — 
They'll make you flare — nay, there is fuch a things 
Will make yon flare ftiH mott !— for i mufl fing : 
And fliould your taHe, and ears, be over nice, 
Alas ! you'll fpoil my iinging in a trice. 
If you fliould frewlt my notes will alter foon, 
I can't be /»— if you arc eut of tune ! 
Permit my fears your favour to befi>eak, 
My Part's a ftrong one, kndfoor I hut mnrnk. 

\Mmdimg to his Imf Jccidmt. 
If yoa but fmlle. Tin inn, if ftowo, I ftomble^ 
Scarce well of mn^ fpax me a ficmti ttmbUi 
• ■ ■ ■ . I.. ■ ■— 1 1^ 

rbi OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr« King^ 

M ilt Ofming rf Drury-Laoe Tbeatn. 

\Enter^ nading a'St^er/criftian.'l 

1*M ngfat-^yonr ferrant, firty— th' addnfs is plain-— 
To ue liigh Court of Critics, Drur^-Lsmi, 
Two LftdMi, £Aers, women of condsdcm. 
Have lent by me, their Cmritr^ zpstitiQm. 
Who are thofe Ladies? Shcmld the Cwions aflL, 
See their broad ieal-<-a i^!m«r and m tiHkJkJ 
Here, Brs^^ take tkts,«w amfwcr'd to the name, 
iind at tbetr call, and for yoor (iervice came. 

^h figafd, as iron may plainly fee, *| 

TimJim aad hitipotatmtf S 

Alias, Tra£^ 9»d Ctmufjt* J 

Poot 
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Poor fouls ! they*n angryy^and to hint is trtafiM», . 
That angry Ladies have not always reafon ; 
lo Claflic langaage they complain of wrong. 
Which thus I change to mine— >the vulgar tongat» 
They fet forth at large, that their cafe is fo fad. 
That poor Comedy weeps, and that Tragedy's mad { 
ThatO/Vo, their rival, heretofore Maid of Honour ; 
Has got to your hearts, and took too much upon her. 
That this foreign Minx hasengrofs'd all your favours; 
And fritter'd their pafHons, and humour to quavers, '^ 
That (he walks cheek by jole^ and won't hold up their taif#. 
So humbly they beg, that you'll fend her to jail. 
There ftrip her, and whip her, and fend her away. 
And as bound in duty, for ever they'll pray. 
My mettled MiflreiTes fo high in blood. 
Would fcratch poor Op'ra's eyes out if they.coa*d» . 
Suppofe your Honours, to avoid a fufs. 
And fave the pulling caps, adjuil it thus : . 
When Tragedy has barrvw*d up the fault 
Plung*d deep her dagger, or toTs'd of her bowl ; 
When grief, rage, murder, ftrew the palace roondp . 
Muitc Should pour her balm into the Wound ; 
Or when the Comic Lafs has ihook your fides, 
TJiat laughter fwell'd (o high, burfts out in udes. , 
Then mufic, with it's fweet enchanting drain. 
Should to it's banks lure back the tide again« 
But how Ihall we your various fancies bind, . 
When ty^ty Briton has a difPrent mind ? 
Mufic's a Harlot — (thus Tom Surly fpoke)) 
Whofe charms will bend our honcil Hearts -0/ 041 1' 
What are the Ramans wnu^ once brave and free? 
Nothing but Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee,- 
Read Shakfper (cries his wife) he'll blunt your fatire» . 
mo has not mufic in his foul* s a traitor. . 
Ev'n favage beafls are mov'd by Mufic's touchy , 
And you, my dear, to be onmov'd— is much. 
MyMammy's right (lifps Mifs)<— you're wrong my Daddy j ; 
I'd bear for ever Through tbt njocidmy Laddie^ 
How's this, roars out a Bard, in tragic pride. 
This catgut ped comes on with mighty ibide; 
In Mufic's lulling nugic we are bound, 'V- 

Like yawning fpreads the epidemic found,. . > • 

•• Fox when one jTAoiriLr, by toras wc all yasmx towA*^ > * 
F c OW^- 
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! wjiut ! Harmony an evil \ 
-^Trng{ 6y the Devil. 
^ "»g, how fhail we find the tell ? 

of t'o'her ib a jeft ; 
i V y, r,r lino, as you like Ucft. 
\t lurk, fh Jl cuH our choicell trcafures 
' '■ . • w'n-Sorn beauties wait your pleafures, 
;c !i:;ppy, Ihould yon fmile with favoar, 
iow out y^LT raiiokerchief", and you (hall have her. 



} 



PROLOGUE 

To T HE 

FASHIONABLE LOVER. 

Sfokin by Mr. Westow in the CharaSler of a 
Printer's Devil. 

IA M a Devil, fo pleafc you— and muft hoof 
Up ro ihc poet yonder with this prooK: 
I'd read it to you, but, in faith, 'tis odds 
For one pocr Devil to face fo many Gods. 
A ready imp I am, who kinily greets 
Young authors with their firft exploits in fheets ; 
While the Prefs groans, in place of dry-nurfe IlanJs, 
A-nd takes the bantling from the midwife's hands. 

If any author of prolific brains, 
In this good company, feels labour-pains ; 
If any gentle poet, big with rhime. 
Has run his reck'ning out and gone his time ; 
If any critic, pregnant with ill-nature. 
Cries oat to be delivered of his fatire ; 
Know iuch that at oar Hofpital of Mufes 
He may lye-in, in private, if he chafes ; 
We*ve £ngle lodgings there for fecret (ioners. 
With good encourapement for youns beginners. 
Here's pne now that i) free enough in reafon ; 
This bard breeds regularly once a feafon ; 
1 hree of a fort, of homely form and feature. 
The plaiticoarfe progeny of humble Nature ; 
Nome-brcd ^nd born ; no ftrangers he difplays^ 
Kor tortBici free- born limbs in (tiff French ftays : 

Two 
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Two you have reared ; but between yon and m^ 
This yonngeft h the fav'rite, of the three. 
Nine tedious months he bore .this babe about, 
tec it in charity, live nine nights out ; 
Stay but his month up ; give fome little law ; 
*Tis cowardly to attack him in the flraw. 

Dear Gentlemen Corredlors, be more civil ; 
Kind courteous Sirs, take counfel of the Devil; 
Stop your abufe, for while your readers fee 
Such malice, they impute your work to me ; 
Thus, while you gather no one fprig of fame,* 
Your poor unhappy friend is put to (hame : 
Faith, Sirs, you IhouM have fome confideration. 
When ev'n the Devil pleads againft Damnation. 



PROLOG U K 

TO 

Z O B E U I Ei 

I N thofe bad times, when learning's fons explore * 

*'' The diflant climate, and the favage (hore-; . 

When wife aftronomers to India fteer, , 

And quit for Venus many a brighter here ; 

While botanids are cold to fmiles and dimpltng»« 

Forfake the fair, and patiently go fimpling, , 

Our bard into the general fpirit enters,- 

And fits his little frigate for adventures ; 

With Scythian Aav.es and trinkets deeply ladeir,*. 

He this way ilcers hi» courfe in hapes of trading.; ; 

Yet e'cfr he land&\, he.'as ordered me before 

To make an obiervation on the (hore. • ; 

Whtre.are we driv'n ? our reckoning fure is lodl '. 

Thifr feeras a rocky and a dang'rous coaft. 

Lord ! wKat a fultry climate am I under 1 ! 

Yon illrforbodiiig cloud feems^ big with thunder. 

[Upptr Galferj,] ' 
Tbofe mangroves fpread, and largor than I have feen 'em. 

Here tncs of fUuely fize— -and billing tartljes in 'pm-*- 

1-6 W^A^ 
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Here ill conditionM oranges abound— —[5/ j^^.] 

And apjjles {tahs mf om and tafia it) bitttr apples flreir 

the ground. 
Th' inhabitants are Canibals T fear, 
I heard a hifling, there are Terpen ts here ! 
O \ there the people are— but keep my diflance ; 
Our Capuin, gentle natives, craves afliftance ; 
Cor ihip's well ftor'd. in yonder brook we've laid her. 
His honour is no mercenary trader. 
This is his firft adventure, lend him aid. 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 
His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far. 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 
"What, no reply to promifes fo ample ? 
rd befl Hep back and order up a (ample. 

EPJLOGUE 

T O T H E 

FOUNDLING, 

ifl^RrTTEW BIT MR. CARRICK. 

Spoken by Mrs. Cibbch. 

T Know, yoQ all expeft, from feeing me, 

** An EpiUgut, of ftrifleft purity; 

Some former leAure, fpoke with prudi(h face, '\ 

To (hew <wr prefent'jokinj^, giggling race, \ 

True joy confifts ]n*«»gravtty and grace { j 

But why am I, for ever made the tool. 

Of every fqueamifh, moralizing fool ? 

Condemn''d to forrow all my life, muft I 

Ne*er «make yon laugh, becaufe I make yoo cry ? 

Madam (fay they) your face denotes your heart, 

'Tis your's to melt 9$ in the mournful part. 

So from the looks, our heart! they prudtfh deem I 

Alas, poor Souls l-^ioar org M»t nvbat nntfttm I 

Tho* prudence oft, oar inclination fmothers» 

We grave ones, love a joke— as well as others. 

From fuch dull (luflF, what profit can you reap ? 

Yoo cry— Tis rery fine,— (jfAimi/) and fall afleep. 

Happy that Bard I— file(| with uncQmman art, 

Whoif wit can dkeari and not conmpt the heart t 

Happy 
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Happy that Play'r, whofe (kill can chacc the fpleen. 

And leave no worfe inhabitant within. 

'Mongft friends* our Author is a modeft man* 

Bot wicked Wits will cavil at his plan. 

Damn it (fays one) this Huff* will never pafs^ 

The Girl wants natuce, and the Rake's an aA. 

Had U lil^e Belmont, heard a damfers cries, 

I wott'd have pink'd her keeper, feizM the prize^ 

l^ipt to a coach, not valu'd tears SL/anitti, 

But drove away like fmoke-^to Co'vent-GarJen ; 

There to fome houfe convenient wou'd have carry'd her» 

And then— dear foul ! — the devil fhou'd have married her. 

But this our Author thought too hard npon her; 

BeiideSf his fpark, forfooth, muft have fome hoooiur 1 

The fool's a FabuUft /-—and deals in fiaion ; 

Or he had giv'n him vice— without reflridlion. 

Oi fable, all his characters partake. 

Sir Charlis is virtuous— *and for virtue's fake; 

Nor vain, nor blullVing is the Soldier writ. 

His Rake has confcience, modelly, and wit. 

The Ladies too— how oddly they appear ! 

His pRVOB is chaile, and his Co<^et fincere : 

In (hort, fo flrange a group, ne'er trod the ftage. 

At once to pleafe, and fatirize the age ! 

ForyoQ, ye Fair, his Mufe has chiefly fung, 

'Tis you, have touch'd his heart, and tun'd hii tongoe % 

The fex's champion, let the fex defend, 

A foothing Poet is a charming friend : 

Vonr favours, hexe beftow'd, will meet reward, . 

$0 as yott love dear flatt'ry^fave your Bard. 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

y EN ICE PRESEH VTJ^ 

OR, A 

PLOT D I S C O V E R'D* 



I 



N thefe diftraAed times, when each man dreads 
The bloody ftntagem;! of bufy heads \ 
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MTien we have fcar'd three years we know not what. 

Till witnefles begin to die o* th* rot. 

What made our Poet meddle with a plot ? 

Was*t that he fancyM for the very fake 

And narT:e of Plot, his trifling play might take? 

For there's not in*t one inch- bread evidence. 

But 'tis, he fays, to reafon plain and fenfe. 

And that he thinks a plaufible defence. 

Were truth by fcnfe and rca on to he iry'd ; 

Sure all our fwearcrs might be hid afide. 

No, of fuch tools, our Author his no need*. 

To make his Plot, or make his Play fuccced ; 

He, of black bills has no prodi(;ious tales. 

Or Spanijb pilgrims cafl alhoie in li'cles ; 

Here's not one murthcr'd magillratc at leafl : 

Kept rank like vcnYon for a city feaft : 

Grown four days itifF, the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair : 

Yet here's an army rais'd, though under ground. 

But no man feen, nor one conimifTion found : 

Here is a traitor too, that's very old. 

Turbulent, fubtle, xiyifchievous, and bold, 

Bloodyi revengeful, and to crown his part. 

Loves fumbling with a wench, with all his heart ; . 

Till after having many changes palt. 

In fpight of age (thanks t'Heav'n) is hang*d at laft# 

Next is a Senator that keeps a whore ^ 

Tn Fenice none a higher of&ce bore ; 

To lewdncfs every night the lelcher ran ; 

Shew me, al) Londoth fuch another man. 

Match him at Mother CreJ^old's if you can. 

O Poland f Poland I had it been thy lot, 

T'have h^tard jn tinjc of this FiMetiun plot. 

Thou furely chofen bad/l one king from thence. 

And honoured them as thoo haft England fince. 

•'' P R O L b G U E 

T O 

C A I: U* S M A R I. U S. 

Spoken by Mr. BerxERToji- 
Na^es paft, (when will thofe times renew ?)^ 
When Empires floDri&'dj fo did Poets too. 






\ 



I 
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When Great Auguftus the world's empire held, 
Horace and Oi%^'s happy vcrfe excelled. 
Ovid*s foft genius, and his tender arts 
Of movipg nature, melted hardefl hearts* 
It did th' imperial beauty, Jullay move 
To liften to the language of his love. 
Her father honoured him : and on her breafl, 
With ravifh'd fenfe in her embraces prcft, 
He lay tranfportcd, fancy-full and blefl. 
Horacii lofty genius boldiier rear'd 
His manly head, and through all natui:e ileer'd; 
Her richefl pleafures in his verfc refin'd. 
And wrought 'em to the relifh of the mind. 
He lafh'd, with a true Poet's fearlcfs rage,. 
The villanies an.l follies of the age. 
Therefore Meceenas^ that great fav'jitc, rais'd' 
Him high, and by him was he highly prais'd. 
Our Shake/peare wrote too in an age as bleft. 
The happieft Poet of his time, and bed ; 
A gracious Prince's favour chear'd his Mufe,. 
A conftant favour he ne'er fear'd to lofc. 
Therefore he wrote with fancy unconiin'd. 
And thoughts that were immortal as his mind; 
And from the crop of his luxuriant pen 
E'er fincc fucceeding Poets humbly glean. 
Though much the mofl unworthy of the throng. 
Our this day?s Poet fears h'has done him wron^« 
Like greedy beggars that ileal (heaves away. 
You'll find h'has rifl'd him of half a play. 
Amidll this bafer drofs you'll fee it Ihinc 
Moft' beautiful, amazing, and divine. 
To fuch low (hifts of late are Poets worn, 
WhillVwe both wit's and Ca/ar"^ abfence mourn. 
Oh I when will he and poetry return ? 
When (hall' we there again b hold him fit 
*Mid/l ihining b jxes and a courtly pit. 
The Lord of hearts, and Prefident of wit ? 
When that bleft day (quick may it come) appears, 
His cares once bani(h'a» and his nation's fears. 
The joyful Mufes on their hills fhall (ing 
Triumphant fongs of Britain^i happy king* 
Plenty and p^ace (hall fiourifh in our ide, 
^nd all things, like the En^UJb beauty, finife* - 
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Yon, Criticks, (hall forget yoar natural fpitc. 
And Roets with unboanded fancy write. 
£v'n this day's Poet (hall be aher'd quite : 
His thoughts more loftily and freely flow ; 
And he himfelf, whilft you his verfe allow. 
As much tranfported as he's humble now. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

ALFRED- 

WRITTEN BY JOHN, EARL OF CORKS. 

Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

IN arms renown'd, for arts of peace ador*d» 
Alfrsd, the nation's father, more than lord^ 
A Britiftf Author has prefum'd to draw. 
Struck deep, even now, with reverential awe! 
And fets the godlike figure fair in view«-» 
O may difcernment find the likenefs true. 

When Danifif fury, with wide wading hand. 
Had fpread pale fear, and ravage o'er the land» 
This prince ariiing bade confuiion ceafe; 
Bade order (hine, and bled his ifle with peace; 
Taught liberal hearts to humanize the mind. 
And heaven 'born fcience to fweet freedom join'd. 
United thus, the friendly fiftcrs ihone. 
And oue fecur'd, while one adorn'd, hu throne. 
Amidd thefe honors of his happy reign, 
Each Grace and every Mufe compos'd his train : 
As grateful fervants, all exulting drove. 
At once to fpread his fame, and (hare his love* 

To night, if aught of fiction you behold* 
Think not, in virtue's caufe, the Bard too bold. 
jf ever angels from the ikies defcend. 
It mud be^iruth and freedom to defend. 

That would our Author pleafe— be it yoar pait« 
4f not his labors, to approve his heart. 
True to kis country's, and to honor's caufe. 
He iiXit%n there, his fame, and your a^plaufe; 
"Widies no failing from yoar fight to mde, 
Boty by fsee AaiTOidy will be freely uy'd* 

PRC^ 



THEATRICAL BOUQJJET. iiy 
PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

D RUM M E R: 

OR, THB 

H A U N T E D-H O U S E. 

*r N this gcave age, when Comedies are fcw^ 
I We crave your patroaase for one that's new i 
Tho' 'twere poor ftuff, yet t>id the Anchor fair. 
And let the ic^'ceBers feconmend ^le wnre. 
Long have your ears been fiU'd with tragic parts, 
Blo(^ alid Blank V^e have Hardened m yoar heariTs 
If e*er yon fmilr, 'tis at *fotne party ftrokes, 
RouMil heads and n»o§imfion are ftanding jokes ; 
The fame concek gives claps and hHTes mrch. 
You're grown fiich politicians in your inirth ! ' 
For once we try (the* *tis« I own, anfafe,) 
To pleafe yon al)^ and make both parties jantb. 

Onr Author, anxious for hi« fanoe t04ii{h^ 
And baikM in his firft attempt to write. 
Lies cantioufly obfcnre and nnreveaPd, 
Like antient AAors in a mafqne conoeal*d, 
Cenfure, when no man knows who writes the pity. 
Were much good malice merely thrown awaj. 
The mighty Criticks wiH not blaft, for ihame, 
A raw youn^ thing, who dares not tell his name : 
Good^natnr'd judges will th' unknown defend. 
And fear to blame, fell they flrauM hurt a fifiend : 
Each wit may praife it, for his own dear iake. 
And hint he writ it, if the thing ihou*d take« 
But if you're rough, and ufe him like a dog,* 
Depend upon it He'll remain incog. 
Jf you (hon'd hifs, he fwears he'll hifs as high. 
And, like a Culprit^ join the hae«and.cry« 

If cruel men are itill aveHe to fpare 
Thefe fceoes, they Hy for refuse to the fair. 
Tho' with a Ghoft our Comedy be heightcn'd. 
Ladies, upon my word, you ihan't be fti|hten*d \ 
O, 'tis a Ghoft that fcoms to be nncivrl, 
A welli^rpreadj lud^* jointure-hunting devil ; 

♦A 
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An amVous Gholl, that's faithfuly fond and trxie^ 

Made up of fiefh and blood as much as you. 

Then every evening come in flocks, undaunted. 
We never think this Houle is too much Haunted. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

DOUGLAS. 

WRITTEN BY NICHOLAS ROWB, ESq^ 

Spoken by Mr. Sparks. 

T N antient times, when Britatn*B (fade was armt,^ 
-* And the lov'd muiick of her youth, alarms. 
A god-like race l'u(hin'd fair England^s fame: 
Who has not heard of gallant Pib&cy's namef 
Ay> and of Douglas ? Such illullrious foes 
In rival Rome and Carthage never role ! 
From age to age bright (hone the Britifi fire,L 
And every hero was a lero's fire. 
When powerful fate decreed one warrior's doom>» 
Up fprung the Phcenix from his parent's tom^. 
But whilft thefe generous rivals fought and fell, 
Thefe generons rivals lov'd each other well : 
Tho* many a bloody field was loft and won. 
Nothing in hate, in honour all was done. 
When PiERcy wiong'd dcfy'd his Prince or Peers, 
Fad came the Douglas, with his Scottijb fpears ; 
And, when proud Do vol as made his King his foe,^ 
For Douglas, PiSficr bent his Emglijb bow. 
Iixpell'd their native homes by adverfe fate. 
They knock'd alternate at each other's gate:. 
Then blaz*d the caftle, at the midnight hour. 
For hiip whofe arms had fhook its firmeft tower*. 
This night a Dovglas your prote£lion claims;. 
A wife ! a mother I pity's fofteft names : 
The ftory of her woes indulgent hear. 
And grant yoar fupphant all fhe be^s, a tear. 
In confidence (he begs; and hopes to find 
Each Ettglijb breaft^ like noble Furct's kind^. 



EEk 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

BEAUX STRATAGEM. 

I F to our play yoar judgment can*t be kind; 

•* Let its expiring Author pity find ; ♦ 

Survey its mournful cafe with melting eyes. 

Nor let the Bard be damn'd before he dies. 

Forbear, ye fair, on his laft fcene to frown,^ 

But his true Exit with a plaudit crown ; 

Then fhall the dying Poet ceafe to fear 

The dreadful knell^ while your applaufe he hears* 

At Lfu^ra lo the conquering Thioan dy'd, 

Claim'd his friends praifes, but their tears denyM : 

Pleas'd in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 

Conqaefl with lofs of life but cheaply bought. 

The difPrence this, the GreeA was one wou*d fight ; p 

As brave, tho' not fo gay as ferjeant Kite : 7* 

Ye fons of ^//Ts, what's that to thofe who write ? J 

ToTMis alone the Grecian ow'd his bay«, ^ 

You may the Bard above ths Hero raife, > 

Since yours is greater than Athenian praife. J 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

EARL OF ESSEX. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICIQ. 

Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD, in the Cha*^ 
radlcr of Queen Elizabeth, 

IF any here, are Britons but in name, 
Dead to their country's happinefs and fame : 
Let 'em depart this moment — ^Let 'em fly 
My awful prefence, and my fearching eye ! 

* Mr. FARQUHAa was then on hit dettK-beJ, anci di^ 
before it^e run of (l)e Play \»as qtc/. 
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No more your Qaeen, bat nprighc jadge I come^ 
To try y^mr deeds abroad, yoor lives at home ; 
Try you in ev'ry point, from fmall to great, 
Yoor f^i/t'^LawSf^'FaJbiiMi^^yalor, — Cburcb and 

Statt /-* 
Search you, as Britons ne'er were fearch'd before : 
*< O tremble ! for yoa hear the lion roar V* 

Since that mod glorious time that here I reign'd. 

An age and half!— What have you loft or gain'd ? 

Your Wit — Whatever your Poets fing or fwear ; 

Since Sbakt/ptan^t time is fomewhat worfe for wear. 

Your Laws are good, your Lawjen good of courfe ^ 

The ftrcams are farely dear, when ckar the foarce ;; 

In greater ftore ihefe bleffiags now aie fent ye ;. 

Where I had one attorney^ you have twenty. 

Faflnom^ ye fair, deferve nor praife nor blame ^ 

Unlefs they rile as foes to fenfe or ihame ; 

Wear rulFs, or gauce— But let yoor (kill be fucji^ 

Radier to fliew too little^ than too much. 

As for your FalMtr—hete my lips 1 dofe—- 

l^et thofe who bed have prov'd it— Tpeak^-Tour foes^ 

Yonr M^raisf Cburch, and SfdUi, sltc AiU behind-- 

Bat foft— prophet c fory fills my mind !«» 

I fee thro* time — ^Behold a youthful handy 

Holding the icepcre of this happy land ; 

Wh^ft neat with jailace, love, and virtue firaoght<w«- 

Born amongft Briions, and by Britons taught ; 

Shall make the barking tongues of fiidion ceale. 

And weave the garland of domedic peace : 

Long (ball he reign — no ftorms to beat his breaft^ 

Unruly pafions that didurb'd my reft ! 

Shall live, the bleflings he beftows, to (hare^ 

Reap all my glory, but withoat my care. 



O^fc^ 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THB 

DOUBLE MISTAKE. 

£pokea by Mifs WILFORD, in the Cbt- 
nt&et of Lady Ix>ui9A« 

VHad an Epilogue to fpcak to-night, > 

I Bat Vm fo hurried, pot in fuch a fright, ^ 

Pence inke mc I — if I han't forgot it i^aite. j 

To fee my name in firft night's play-bill printed^ "^ 

A charafter qolte new, in time auite ftinted; 
An Epilogue, befides, to get by heart, 
^is moft unmerciful, too long a part— — 
But they {6 coax'd and wheedled me to duty. 
Left I (hould fret— for fretting ipoils one's beaut}'. 
That, in obedience to the kind command, 
A fappliant to your favour, here I ftand : 
And hope, inftead of what had been ncepar'd^ 
My own extempore may now be heard. 

Well ! I have had a great efcape, I own, 
From being made the jell of all the town ; 
For from the court end I could claim no pity, 
Kor had I more to hope for, from the city ; 
Such matches rarely anfwwr either (Ide, 
For induftry is fuited ill with pride. 

But, to divert your cenfure, let me ihew 
A folly more compleat, a city beau ! 
What contrail can there be fo ftrong in nature^ 
As Englifli plaij nefs apeuig petit-maitn! 
And yet poor I, by miffing fuch a lover. 
May wait, 'till all my dancing days are ov<jr! 

Next, (hift the fcene— behold a virtuofo 1 
An old illiterate, feeble amorofo ! 
What weaknefs can the human heart difcover. 
More ihameful, than a climafleric lover ? 
Men, who have turn'd the period of threefcorr^ 
Become more virtuofo's-— in amour. 

Nor does Aunt Bridget merit better quarter^ 
Who, fcorning to abide by female chancy 
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Inrades a province, to our fex deny'd, 

Aiming at knowledge with a pedant's pride ; 

When, after all our boafl, we find, at length. 

To know our wcakne:s is our furcil ftrength. 

One path of Tcience only, wife men hy^ 

Is left for female learning— to obey.— [Cur^J^ing. 

If charafters like thefe your mirth excite, 
And furni(h fome amufemeatfor the night. 
If nought offend the maxims of the ftage. 
Or fliock the nicer morals of the age, 
jf only venial errors here you find. 
Critics be duinb — ye Men of Candour, kind. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

M E R O P E. 

Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 

I'M glad with all my heart, I've fcap^d my wedding^—" 
CUd! cry the maids ?— Heaven keep fuch joy 
from fprtading I 
Marriage; (poor things) don*t move their heart fo coldly, 
•Tis a dark Uap, they own — but, love jumps bddly.^^ 
Pair fall th* adveni'rersl I'm no hu(band-hater,— . 
Only, be warn'd by me% and ^wtd no traitor. 
Pain hunting «r»riwV^ / horn, to gre-^vlf znd grumble! 
No King can plcafe him, — and no H^ije can bumble ! 
Sick to theyott/. be Heaven his kind Phyfician ! 
Earth^i ablell drugs are Icfi^ upon ambit ten. 
All H''arwick'lane falls fhort ; and, to my knowledge. 
No cure is hop'd for, in our female college. 

Shun plot iitig' beads 9 dear Ladies 1 — all mifcarrits^ 
When one, who bums and laws at midn'gbt^ marries. 
Better, plaia^ do^nrigbt^ dvkce — no dream, purfuir.g: 
One that means bluntly-'^and kmnvs^ what he'^ doing ! 
Not him, whofe fa6lious mind, out/oaring pleafure, 
l6 ftill moil iufi'^ when his «ivj/^'« at lei/ure. 

Better, zfpottfman, found of wind, and hearty— 
Better, ^it ^«/,-*than fpoufe dr^f drunk, with party ! 
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A hunting hufband baihwi-^tind you hear him.— ■ 
A drunfitn deary flag-gerj — and yon steer him*— ■■> 
Each—con/cic^s of his H^ife^ lakes cart, to make her. 
One way or other— an iniulg'd partaktr. 

But, your fage, faturnine, ambitiout Iover» 
Keeps no 9nt/e<Ttt^ woman kuon'd di/co*uer. 
Stranger at home, he ilrolls abroad, for bUJJing% 
And holds what'er he has not worth pofleiiing. 
Freedom, and mirth, and health, and yoy ^^^e/pi/es / 
And (corns all rest— he, To pro>-f)und-iy wise is ! 

At- length, thank Heav'n ! he qibs : kind 'vapours 
ftrikehim: * .. \ 

And leaves behind^ — ten thoufand madmen, like him. 

P R OL OG U E 

T O 

vCENTLIVRE's GAMESTER. 

WRITTEN BY N. ROWE, ESC^ 

Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 

IF humble wives that drag the marriage chain 
With curfed dogged huibands, may complain; 
If turn'd at large to flarve, as we by you. 
They may, at leaft, for alimony fue. 
Know, we refolve to make the cafe oar own. 
Between the Plaintiff Stag: ^ and the Dfftndant'Tcion. 
When firft you took us from our Father*^ houfe. 
And lovingly our intereft did efpoufe; 
You kept us line, carefs'd, and lodg'd us here. 
And honry-mcon held out above three year. 
At length, for pleafurcs known do feldom laft. 
Frequent cnjoyncnts pall'd your fprightly tafte { 
And though at firft you did not quite negleft. 
We found your love was dwindled to refped ; 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your way it fell, 
You ftopp'd, and call'd to fee if we were well. 
Now, quite ellrang'd, this wretched place you ihuo« 
Like bad wine, buriiiefs, duels, or a dun i 
Have we for this increas'd Apollo*s race ? «| 

^Becn often pregnant with your wit's embrace ? -V 

And borne you many chopping babes of grace I ^ 
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Some agly toads we had, and that's the corfe^ . 

They were fo like yoa that they far'd the worfc ; 

For this lo-night we are not much in pain. 

Look on*t, and, if you like it, entertain ; 

If all the midwife fays of it be true. 

There are fome features, too, like fome of yon ; 

For us, if yott think fitting to for/uki it, 

^i mean to run Mwaj, and let the Parijt take it. 

^ . ■ ' ■ I ■ .^1 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

C H O L E R *I C MAN. 

WRITTEN BY MR. CUMBERLAND. 

Spoken by Mr. Smith. 

TN Athene once, as claflic f!ory runs, 
•* TJbalU nombcrM fifty living fons ; 
Bat mark the wafte of time's deltruaive hand. 
One bard furvives of all this numerous band ; 
Yet human genius feem*d as *twou'd defy 
Time's utmoft rage by its vanety ; 
For 'twas no wond'rous harveft, in thofe days. 
From one rich ftock to reap a hundred plays. 
Ah ! could we bring but one of thefe to light. 
We'd give a hnndm fuch as this to-night. 
Jfpmi from her captive took the law fhe gave. 
And was at once her miftrefs and her (lave ; 
Greici from her fall immortal triumphs drew. 
And prov'd her tutelar Minerva true : 
She, goddefs-like, confiding in her charms. 
To A(«ri refign'd the barren toil of arms. 
Full well afTu^dy when thefe vain toils were pad. 
That wit mull uiumph over ftrength at laft ; 
Then fipilin^ faw her Athens meet its doom» 
And crown'dher in the theatres of Rome ; 
Nor murmur'd Rome to fee her Terence (hod 
With the fjime fock in which Menander trod. 
Nor L^Uns fcorn'd, nor Sciph bla(h'd to fit. 
And join their plaadits to jtiieMtsu wit. 

Mieioh 
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Micio*$ mild virtue and mad Demeans rage. 
With burds. alternate (hook the echoing ilage £ 
And from thefe models 'ess your poet draws 
His bed, his only hope of your applaafe* 
A tale it Is to chafe that angry fpletn. 
Which forms the mirth and moral of his fcene; 
A tale for noble and ignoble ear, 
Something for fathers and for fons to hear : 
And fliouTd you on your humbler bard beftow. 
That gr^ce which Rtme to her's was pleas'd to (bow. 
Advantage with the modern fairly lies. 
Who, lefs deferving, gains as great a prize. 



EPILOGUE 

TO T H E \ 

ROMAN FATHER! 
Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 

LADIES, by me our courteous Author fendi 
His compliments to all his female friends : 
And thanks them from his foul for every bright 
Indulgent tear, which they have (hed to-night* 
Sorrow in Virtue's caufe proclaims a mind. 
And gives to beauty- graces more refinM. 
O who could bear the lovelieft form of art, 
A Cherub's face, without a feeling heart 1 
'Tis there alone, whatever charms we boad, 
Tho' men may flatter, and tho' men will toafl, "^ 

' ^Tis there alone they find the joy iincere. 
The wife, the parent, and the friend are there. 
All elfe, the veriefl: rakes themfelves mad own^ 
Arc but the paltry play. things of the town ; 
The painted cloud?, which glittering tempt the chactj 
Then melt in air, and mock the vain embrace. 

Well then ; the private views, 'tis confeft. 
Are the foft inmates of the female bread. 
But then, they fill fo full that crouded fpace. 
That the poor Public feldom finds a place. 
And I fnfpcd there's many a fair-one here. 
Who pour'd her foriows on Horatia's bier« 

G ^Vnx 
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That ftill retains fo mach of fle(h and bloody 

She'd fairly hang the brother, if (he coald. 

VVhy» Ladies, to be fure, if that be all. 

At your tribunal he muft (land or fall. 

Whate'er*his country, or liis fire decreed. 

You are his judges now, and he mxxll plead. 

Like other culprit youths, he wanted grace ; 

But could have no felf-intereft in the cafe. 

Had fhe been wife, or miftrefs, or a friend. 

It might have anfwered fome convenient end : 

But a mere iifler, whom he lov'd — to take 

Her life away,— and for his country's fake ! 

Faith, Ladies, yon may pardon him ; indeed 

There's very little fear the crime (hould fpread. 

True Patriots are but rare among the men. 

And really mieht be ufcful now and then. 

Then do not cneck, by your difapprobation, x 

A fpirit which once ruPd the Britijh nation, > 

And flill might rule— ^ould you but fet the fafhton. 3 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

JEALOUS WIFE. 

WRITTEN BY MR. LLOYD. 

Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 

LAD I E S ! Fve had a fquabble with the poet— -^ 
About his charadler — and you (hall know it : 
Young man, faid I, reftrain your fancy fatire ! 
My part's ridiculous— falfe— out of nature. 
Fine draughts indeed of ladies ! fure you hate 'cm : 
Why, Sir ! — my part is fcandalum magnatum. 

Lord, ma'am, faid he, to copy life my trade is. 
And poets ever have made ixtz wich ladies : 
One 5/w0ff— the duce take fuch names as thefe ! 

A hard Greek name. O— ay — Simonidis 

He fiF.w'd our freaks, this whim, and that defire, 
Kofe firfi from earth, fea, air, nay fome from fire ; 

Or 



THEATRICAL BOUQJQET. 113 
Or that we owe our perfons, minds, and features. 
To birds forfooth, and filthy four- leggM creatures. 

The dame, of manners various, temper fickle. 
Now all for pleafure, now the conventicle ! 
Who prays, then raves, now calm, now all commotion, 
Rifes another Venus, from the ocean. 

ConiUnt at ev'ry failf the curious fair. 
Who longs for Drefden, and old China ware ; 
^ Who doats on pagods, and gives up vile man 
For niddle noddle figures from Japan ; 
Critic in jars and jofiTes, (hews her birth. 
Drawn, like the brittle ware itfelf, from earth. 

The flaunting (he, fo (lately, rich, and vain» 
Who gains her conquells, by her length of train ; 
While all her vanity is under fail, 
Sweeps a proud peacock with a gaudy tail* 

Hulband and wife, with fweets ! and dears ! and loves! 
What are they, but a pair of cooing doves ? 
But feiz'd with fpleen, fits^umours, and all that. 
Your dove and turtle, turn to dog and cat. 

The goffip, prude, old maid, coquette, and trapes. 
Are parrots, foxes, magpies, wafps, and apes : 
But (he, with ev*ry charm of form and mind. 
Oh ! (he's, fweet foul— the phoenix of her kind. 
The phoenix of her kind — upon my word 
. He's a fly wretch— pray— is there fuch a bird f 
This his apology !— 'tis rank abufc 
A frefh afi^ront, inflead of an excufe! 
His own fex rather fuch defcription fuits : 
Why don't he draw their charadlers— the brutes! 
Ah let him paint thofe ugly monfters, men !'■ ■ 
Mean time— -mend we our lives, he'll mend his pen* 
■■ ■ I . ■» 

EPILOGUE 

T O 

ELVIRA. 

WRITTEN BY MR. CARRICK, 

Spoken by Mrs. Cibber. 

LADIES and gentlemen 'Tis fo ill bred— 
We have no epilogue, brcau^t; Via dc\^ •, 



tjl gallery, y 
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For he, our bard, with frenzy- rolling cyc» 

Swears you flian't laugh, when he has made yoa cry. 

At which I gave his Ueeve a gentle pull, 

^uppofe they (hould not cry, and fhould be dull : 

]n fuch a cafe, 'twould furcly do no harm^ 

A little lively nonfenfe taken warm : 

On critic flomachs delicate and queafy, 

'Twill even make a heavy meal di eafy, 

fihe town hates Epilogues — it is not true, 

1 anfwer'd that fory^tf— and^cif— and^^u- 

[T$ pit, bcxtSy and ^ 
nty call for Epilogues, and Hornpipes too- 

\7e tht tipper gallery . 
Mad<im, the critics (ay, — To you they're civil. 
Here if they have 'cm not, they'll play the devil ; 
Out of this houfe. Sir, and to you alone. 
They'll froile, cry Bravo ! Charming ! — Here they groan : 
A fingle critic will not frown, look big, 
Harrolefs and pliant as a fi^le twig. 
But crouded here they change, and 'tis not odd. 
For twigs, when bundled up, become a rod. 
Critics to bards, like beauties to each other, 
When tete a tete their enmity they fmother ; 
Kifs me, my dear^^hoiv ao you ? — Charming' creature / 
What Jhape ! ^what bloom! 'whatfpiritineacbfkature! 
Tcu flatter me I — *pcn hcnor, no,m '7'eu ^r'tf— 
"My friend'-^ my dtar^flncerely yours^-^adieu ! 
But when at routs, the dear friends change their tone— 
I fpeak oi foreign ladies, not our own. 
Will yon permit, good Sirs, thefe gloomy folk. 
To give all tragedy, without one joke ? 
They gravely tell us — tragedy's defi^n'd. 
To purge the paffions, purify the mir.d ; 
To which I fay, to ftrike thofe blockheads dumb. 
With phyfic, always give a fugar plumb ; 
I love thefe fugar plumbs in profc or rhimes ; 
- No one is merrier than myfelf fome times ; 
Yet I, poor I, with tears and conftant moan. 
Am melted down almoft to fkin and bone : 
1 his night, in fighs and fobs I drew my breath ; 
Love, marriage, treafon, prifon, |K>ifon, death. 
Were fcarce fufficient to complete my fate ; 
Two children were thrown in to ma'tvc up weight. 

With 
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With all thcfc fufPringJ, is it not provoking. 

To be dcny'd at laft a little joking ? 

If they will not make new laws, for mirth's fake-^breafc 



'era. 



Roar out for Epilogues, and left me fpeak *lm» 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

DOCTOR LAST IN HIS CHARIOT. 

Spoken by a Little Girl of Five Years old* 

LADIES and gentlemen, they've fent mp out— 
But I'm afraid to tell you what about; 
Becaufe 'twere bold in me, perhaps you'JI fay. 
To come to afk you how you like the play : 
Yet that's my bufinefs ; nay,, more free to makr>. 
I'm come to beg you'd like it for my fake. 

The author took me in his arms jufl now. 
My dear, (ays he — he kif«'d mp too I vow— 
If you'll go out and make the audience clap, 
1*11 give you ribbons and ^ fioe new cap : 
Befides, he promised me, next time he conies 
Behind the icenes, to bring me fugar-plumbs* 
But whatfoe'er you think the play to be, 
When you go home I'm fure you'll talk of mc* 

Says Lady Spngo to Sir Gilbert mild, 
<* At Foot's, Sir Gilbert, have you fcen the chilJ ? 
** 'Tis really a curofity to view her : 
'* Our little Betfy is a mountain to her ! 
** Such adion', fuch a tongue— and yet I query 
" if (he be five years old — a very fairy T* 
Sir Gilbert anfwers, with a peevifh nod, 
•* P'fliaw ! let the little hulTey have a rod, 
" There are old folks enough to play the fool : 
•* Children, my lady, fhould be fent to fchooK**" 
And fo they (hou'd, the naughty ones, no doubt. 
Who'll neither books nor needle learn without ; 
But I am come of no fuch idle breed ; 
A( four years old^ I cou'd both write and read \ . 

G 3 ' ^% 



126 THEATRICAL BOUQJJET. 
To be at work my fingers flill are itching— 
Thefe flowers here are all of my own Hitching. 

[Taking up andjbe*wing bit /reck* 
But, is my prate diflik^d, for after all, 
1 am but young» 'tis true, and fomewhat fmall s 
And taller LacUeSy I muft needs confefs. 
Might fpeak an epilogue with more addrefs. 
However, fome few things I have to plead : 
Firft, 'pon my word and credit, Tm a maid. 
Will that pafs here for merit?— I don't know—* 
I'm a new face— which generally does fo. 
And if you want me louder, taller, bolder. 
Have patience— I fhall mend, as I grow older. 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

MOORE^s GAMESTER. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

LIKE fam'd La Mancha^s knight ; who, launce im 
hand, 
Mounted his ileed to frtc th' enchanted land. 
Cor Quixote bard fets forth a monfler- taming, 
Arm'd at all points, to fight that hydra— ^a/«/4r^« 
Aloft on Pegafus he waves his pen. 
And hurls defiance at the caitiff's den. 
The firft on fancy'd giants fpent his rage. 
But this hat more than windmills to engage. 
He combats paflion, rooted in the (bul, 
Whofc pow'rs at once delight vc and controul ; 
Whofe magic bondage each -oft flave enjoys, 
Nor wiihes freedom, though the fpell dcllroys* 
To fave our land from this Magician's charms. 
And refcue maids and matrons from his arms. 
Our knight poetic comes.— And oh ! ye fair ! 
This black Emhan/er's wicked arts beware ! 
His fubtle poifon dims the brighteft eyes. 
And at his touch, each grace and beauty dies. 



Love, gentlenefs, and joy, to rage eive way, 
Aad the foft dove bccou^cs a bird of prey. 



May 
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May this oar bold advent'rer break the fpell. 
And drive the daemon to his native hell ! 

Ye ilaves of paffion, and ye dupes of chance. 
Wake all your pow'rs from, this deftradive trance ! 
Shake off the ihackles^ of this tyrant vice :. 
Hear other calls than thofe of cards and dice :: 
Be learn'd in nobler arts than arts of play» 
And other debts than thofe of honour pay*. 
No longer live infenfible to (ha me, 
Loil to your country, families and fame. 

Cou'd our romantic mufe this work atchieve,. 
Wou'd there one honed heart in Britain grieve ? 
Th' attempt,, though wild, would not in vain be made,. 
If c^^ry honed hand wou'd lend its aid. 



EPILOGUE 

TO 

CLANDESTINE MARRIAGE. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

SCENE, an Aflcmbly. 
Sif^iraf Pirfons at Cards ^ at tiiffennt Talks \ ammg t*e 
Tift Coi, Trill, LorJ Minuoi, Mrs, Quaver, o// Pa- 
trick Mahony. 

Jt the ^airillt TahU. 
Cot. T. T A D I E S, with leave— 
I ^ 2d. Lady. Pafs ! 

$d.Ladj. Paffc! 

Mrs. <^/> You mn&do more. 
Cel. T. Indeed I can't. 

Afr/. J^. I play in hearts. 

CcL r. Encore! 
2//Z;«^. What luck! 

Col, T. Tor-night at Drury-Lane is play'd 
A comedy, and touu nouvilii'-A fpade ! 
Is not Mifs Crotcbit at the play ? 

Mrs. ^. ^fy niece 
Has made a party, fir, to damn the piece. 

Jit tbi Whift Tahle. 
Ld^ Mi9» I hate a playhoufe — Trump-«-It make) ta<& C\^w 
G 4 v!t 
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ji LaJy. Wc*rc two by honODft, ma'am. 

Ld. Mitt, And wc th' odd trick* 

Pray do you know the author, colonel Trill ? 

Col. T. I know no poets, heav'n be prais'd— SpadiUc ! 

\JlLady. ril tell you who, my lord ! [Whifpers mylfd. 

id. Miti. What, he again ? 

<< And dwell fuch daring fouls in little men ?" 

Be whofe it will, they down our throati will 

cram it ! 

Col. T. O, no.— I have a club — the bed. — We'll 

damn it. 
Mrs, ^. O bravo, colonel ! mufic is my flame. 
Ld, Mtft. And mine, by Jupiter /^We've won the game. 
Col. */. What, do you love all mufic ! 

Mrs. %. No, not HattdePt. 
And nafty plays— 

Ld. Min. Are fit for Coths and Vandals. 
\Rifi from the tabUf and faj. 

Fnm tie Piquette Table. 

Sir Pat. Well, faith and uoth I that Sbaii/piare waa 

no fool ! 
CoL T. I'm glad you like him, fir I — So ends the pool ! 

[Paj and rife from table* 

SONG tj the Colonel. 
1 hate all their nonfenfe, 
^ Their Sbak^peeares and Jobtifitts^ 
Their plays, and their playhouie, and bardi i 
faying J 



' Tis fingin^, not i 
A fig for an playing, 
But playing, at we do, at cards ! 
1 love to fee Jcitas^ 
Am pleas'd too with Comta ; 
Each well the fpedator rewards. 
So clever, fo neat in 
Their tricks, and their cheating ! 
Like them we would fain deal our cards. 
Sir Pat. King L^re is touching !-— And how fine to fe* 
Ould Hamlet'^ ghoft !— " To be, or not to be." 
What arc your op'ras to Othello's roar i 
Oh, he's an angel of a black moor I 
Ld. Min. What, when he choaki his wife ?- 
Col.T. Andcall'dhcr^ 



, or not to be. ' 
5 roar ? *) 

ri' > 

whore? J ^^ 
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Shr Pat. King Richard calls his horfe— and then Maehith^* 
Whene'er he mnrders — takes away the breath* 
My blood runs cold at every fy liable. 
To Tee the d^ger — that's ininfible. [Alllaugb. 
Sir Pat. Laugh if you pleafe, « pretty play— 

Ld. Mm. Is prettjr. 
5/r Pta. And when there's wit in't— 

Col. T. To be fure »lls* witty. • 
tir Pat. I love the playhoufe now — fo light and gay. 
With all thofe candles they have ta'en away ! 

[All laugh.' 
for all your game, what makes it fo much 
bnghrcr ? 
Col. f. Pot out the lights, and then— • 

Ld. Min. 'Tis fo much Hglitcr. . 
Sir Pat. Pray do you mane, firs, more than you exprefs t: 
Col. T* Juft as it happens— 

Ld, Min. Either more, or lefs. 
Mrs. ^. An't you afham'd. Sir ? [To Sir Patrick 

Sir Pat. Me l-I feldom bluOi— 
For litt!e Sbaki/peare, faith ! I'd take a pufh ! 
Ld. Min. News, news 1— here comes Mifs Crotchu fiouki 
the play. 

Enter Mifs Crotchets 

Mrs. ^. Well, Crotchet, what's the news ? 

Mi/s Cro. We've loft the day. 
Cd. T. Tell ns, dear Mifs, all you have heard and » 

feen. 
Mi/s Cro. I'm tir'd — a chair— here take my capuchin I 
Ld, Mm. And isn't it damn'd, Mifs f 

Mi/s Cro. No, my Lord, not quite z: 
But we (hall damn it. 
Col. r. When ? 

Mr/s Cro. To-morrow night » 
There is a party of us, all of faftiion, 
Refolv'd to extirminate this vulgar pafliOQ : 
A playhoufe, what a place — I mud fori wear it. 
A little mifchief only makes one bear ic. 
Such crowds of city folks!— fo rude and prcflingl i 
Afld their hoxfc-laughs, fo hideo^ily diltreiling. I . 

G c Wlx^^- 
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Whene'er we hii's'd, they frown'd and fell a fwearingy 
Like their own GuiUhall giants— fierce and ftaring ! 
Col. T. What faid the folks of faOiion f Were they crofs ? 
LJ. Mitt, The reil have no more judgment than my horfe* 
Mi/s Cro. Lord Grimly fwore 'twas execrable ftufF. 
Says one, Why fo, my lord ?— My lord took fnuff. 
In the fird a£l, lord George began to doze. 
And criticis'd the author-— through his nofe ; 
So loud indeed, that as his lordfliip fnor'd. 
The pit turn'd round, and all the brutes encor'd. 
Some Lords, indeed, approv'd the author's jokes. 
Ld, Mitt, We have among us, Mifs, /<mi fooli(h folks. 
Mi/s Cro, Says poor lord Simper : Well now, to my mind 
The piece is good ; — but he's both deaf and blind. 
Sir Pat. Upon my foul a very pretty flory ! 
And quality appears in all its elory I — 
There was fome merit in the piece, no doubt ; 
Mi/j Cro, O, to be fure I — if one could find it out. 
Col. T, But tell us, Mifs, the fubjedof the play. 
Mi/s Cro, Why» 'twas a marriage — yes, a marriage. Stay I 
A lord, an aunt, two fibers, and a merchant—* 
A baronet— ten lawyers — a fat ferjeant— 
Are all produc'd^^to talk with one another ; 
And about fomcthing make a mighty pother ; 
They all go in, and out ; and to and fro ; 
And talk, and quarrel— -as they come and go— 
Then go to bed, and then get up— and then — 
Scream, faint, fcold» kifs— and go to bed again. 

[AllUuih. 
"Such is the play>— Your judgment! Never (ham it. 
CoL T. Oh, damn it"! 

Mrs, ^. Damn it \ 

\Jl Ladj. Damn it ! 

Mifs Cro, Damn it ! 

Ld. Mitt^ Damn it ! 
^> Pat* Welly faith, you fpeak your minds, and I'll be 

free — 
Good night ! This company^s too good for me. [Goings 
CcL T» Your judgment, dear Sir Patrick, makes oj 

proud. [All laugb. 

Sir Pat. Laugh if you pleafe ; bot pray don't lao^h too 

loud, [Exit. 

IlECI- 
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RECITATIVE, 

CoL T. Now the Barbarian's gone, Mlfst taae yoo** 

tongue. 
And let us raife ourlpirits high with fong I 

RECITATIVE^ 
Mifs Cro, Colonel, ^/ tout mon r^«r— I've one in petto^ 
Which yovt (hall join, and make it a duetto* 

R E C I T A T IV E. 

X/. Mitt. Bella Signora, 8c amico mro ! 
I too will join, and then we'll make a trio^ 
CoL T. Come all and join the full-mouth'd chorus. 
And drive all tragedy and comedy before us ! 

All the Company rtfe^ and advance to tbi Front oftbi Stajfim . 

A I R;. 

C</. T% Would yon ever go to fee a tragedy f '■ 
MifsCro. Never, never. 
Col, T. A comedy ? 

Ld. M, Never, never. 
Live for ever I 
Tweedle-dum and Tweedle«dee ! 
Cdl.T. Ld. M. ondMifs Cro. 
Live for ever ! 

Tweedle-dum and tweedle*dee 1 : 

CHQRUS. 
Would you ever go to fee, £«fr. 



EPILOGUE 

T O T H B 

DUPE. 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND,. 

Spoken by Mrs. Olive. 

A D I E S— methinks I hear you all complain, 
' Lord ! here's ths talking creatoie cooi^ ^\iivcv\' 

G.6 ^ t>i» 
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The men fccm fnghted— for 'tis on record 
A prathig female wiH have the laft word. 
Bat yoa're all out ; for fore as you're alive. 
Not Mrs. Friendlj now, I'm Mrs. CUve; 
No Charadler from Fi^ion will 1 borrow. 
Bat, if yoa pleafe, I'll talk again to-morrow. 
Then you conclude, from cufiom long in vogue. 
That I cone here to fpeak an E,pilogiiey 
With Satire, Humour, Spirit, quite Tcfin*Jp 
Double-entendre too, with Wit combined. 
Not for the Ladies — but to pleafe the Men- 
All this you guef&ii->and now youVe out agaia | 
For to be brief, our Author bid me fay 
She tried, but couM n't get one to her Play. 
No Epilogue ! why. Ma'am, you'll fpoil your treat. 
An Epilogue's the cordial after meat; 
For when the feafl is done, without all queflion. 
They'll want liquors to help them to digellion ; 
And Critics, when they £nd the banquet light, 
V/ill come next time with better appetite; 
So beg your friends to write— for faith 'tis hard. 
If 'mongd them all you cannot find om Bard. 
She took the hint — Willj^^?^, good Sir? oryou^ Sir? 
A Sifter Scrii)bler 1 fure you can^t refufe her 1 
Some Lawyers try 'd— not one cou'd make an end on't. 
They'd now /ucJb work with PlaiatifF aad Dtfendanu 
A Poet tried, but he alledged for reafon. 
The Mufes were fo bufy at this ieafon. 
In penning Libels, Politics, and Satires, 
They had not leimre for fnch ir'Mng matters* 
What's to be done, (he cry'd ? can't yeu endeavour 
Tojay fome pretty thing ?.— I know you're clever* 
I promis'd-»but unable to fucceed. 
Beg you'll accept the purpofe for the deed ; 
Tho' after three long hours in flay- hou fie coop'4^' 
1 fear you'll fay youVe ail been finely dup'd,. 



I Pi!) 
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EPILOGUE 

< 

TO TH E 

FASHIONABLE LOVE R. 

Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 

LADIES, your country's ornament aod prld«^ 
Ye who the napdal deity has tied- 
In lilken fecters, will ye not impart 
For pity*s fake fome portion of your art 
To a mere novice, and prefcribe fome plan 
How you would have me live with my good man ?- 

Tell me, if I ihould give each paifing hour 
To love of pleafurc or to love of power ; 
If with the fatal thirft of defperate play 
1 fhou'd turn day to night and night to day $• 
Had I the faculty to make a. prize 
Of each pert animal that meets my eye?. 
Say are thefe obje£U worth my ferious aim ; 
Do they give happiiiefs,. or health, or fame I 
Are hecatombs of lovers hearts of force 
To deprecate the demons of divorce ? 

Speak my advifers» fhall I gain the plan 
Of that bold club, which gives the law to maa^ . 
At their own weapons that proud fex defies 
And fets up a new Ibmale Paradife ? 
Lighta for the Ladies ! Hark, the bar bells found ! 
Show to the clttb-room-->See the.glafs goes round— «^ 
Hail, happy meeting of the good and fair» 
Soft relaxation from domcAic care. 
Where virgin minds are early trained to loo^^ 
And all Newmarket opens to the view. 

In thefe gay fcenes (hall I afEed to move, . 
Or pafs my hours in dull domeftic love i 
Shall I to rural folitndes defcend 
With Tyrrel my protedlor, guardian, friend^ 
Or to the rich Pantheon's round repair. 
And blaze the brighteft heathea.gcKldefs there t^ 
Where (hall I fix ? Determine ye who know* 
Shall I renounce my hu(band» or Soho f 
With eyes halfoopen'd and an aking hcad^ 
And ev'a the artificial rofei dead» 



rjf THEATRICAL BOUQUET;. 
When to my toilette's morning tafk refign'd,. 
What vifitations then may feize my mind ! 

Save me juft Heaven, from Aich a painfal life^ 
And make me an unfafhionable wife !. 



PROLOGU E 

TO THE 

CARELESS HUSBAKD. 
A^ed frivauhf by a Pcrfon of Quality, 

T A DIES, I come, (if not engagM elfewhere) 
1 ^ T'invitc you to an entertainment here^ 
To-night our Poet Laurmt makes a fea(l» 
And hopes each difli is feafon'd to yoor tafle ; 
Subftantial fenfe you'll find, as you would wiih^ 
And fprigs of wit to garnifh every difh. 

A Carek/s Hujband on the- board we lay ; 
But that's a. common difh, perhaps you'll fay s 
The next lefs common is, 'an eafy wife ; 
A fpare-rib feldoip found in modern lifew 
Then, for the difhes on the fides, we fet 
A flutt'ringxoxcomb, and a falfe -coquet ; . 
Our fop ihou'<l be a ^cafiRto compleat, 
*Twas drefs'd at Paris by the laft receipt ; 
And fure, that difli maft pleafe an EngUflf nationiL 
Where* Par/i cooks have been fo long the fa(hion» 

A dame antique of iSv^ and above, 
Whofe feeble pulfe ftill beats a march to love. 
We fet befone you next— but this cold pyc 
Is fomewhat mouldy grown with ftanding by, 
TJio' file herfelf wiU tell yon to her praife^ 
She has had offers in her younger days. 

Nor is this all, we have another cover ; 
A foft, obedient, fiehing, filly lover: 
Who bed his miftreis loves, when worft (he treats him. 
As fawns her lap*dog moft, when moft ihe beats him. 
But I forgot/ not yet have told you all; 
We have oefides a pickl'd Abigail \ 
Who ferves her miftreft,— and O ! fad difafterr 
Will undertake more work, and ferre-hef mailor. 

Prepare 
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Prepare your ftoinachs for the treat we bring. 
The cloth is laid,^the bell juft going to ring. 

EPILOGUE 

TO 

POLLY HONEYCOM BE*. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

Spoken by Mifs Pope. 
EnUr, as Polly, laughing — Ha! ha! ha I 

MY poor Papa's in woeful agitation— 
While t theCaufc^ feel here \^ftriking hir i^mj 
no palpitation — 
We Girls of Reading, and fuperior Notions, 
Who from the fountain-head drink Love's fweet potionSp^ 
Pity our Parents, when fuch paflion blinds 'em, 
One hears the good folks rave— one. never minds 'em#. 
Till thefe dear Books infus'd their foft ingredients^ . 
Alham'd and fearful, I was all Obedimce. 
Then my good Father, did not ftorm in vain, 
I blulh'd and cry'd— /*// m^er do fo again :. 
But now no bugbears can my fpirit tame, 
I've conquer'd Fear— and almoll conquer'd. Shame s^ 
So much thefe dear Inftrudors change and win us. 
Without their light we ne'er ihould know what's in «s* 
Here we at once fupply our child iih wants— 
Novels are Hotbeds for your forward Plants*. 
Not only Sentiments refine the Soul, 
But hence we learn to be the Smart and Drole ; 
Each ankward circumftance for laughter ferves. 
From Nurfe's Nonfenfe to my Mother's Nbrvbs : 

Though Parents tell us that our genius lies 
In mending linen, and in making pies; 
I fet fuch formal precepts at defiance. 
That preach up prudence, neatnefs^ and compliance | 
Leap thefe old bounds, and boldly fet the pattern 
To be a Wit, Philofopher, and Slattern— 
O 1 did all Maids and Wives ray fpirit feelj 
We'd make this topfy-turvy World to cceli 
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Let us to arms ! — Our Fathers, Hufbandsj dare ! 
Novels will teach us all the Art of War : * 
Our Tongues will fervc for Trumpet and for Drum ; 
I'H be your Leader-— General Honeycombb ! 
" ToQ long has humaa nature gone aflray. 
Daughters fhould govern. Parents Ihould obey;: 
Man fhould fubmit the moment that he weds, 
And Hearts of Oak (hould yield to wifer Heads : 
1 fee you fmile, bold Britom /—But *tis true— — 
Beat Ton the French ;— but let your IFives beat Tem. 



EPILOGUE 

T O T H E 

GAMESTER S». 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND, 

• And fpokcn by Mrs. Gibber, 

MY condu£l now will every mind employ. 
And all my. friends, I'm furc, will wiihmejoy i. 
*Tis joy indeed, and fairly worth the coll, 
To've gain'd the wand'ring heart I once had loft. 
Hold, fays the prudilh dame, wkh fcornful fnter, 
I muft, fweet madam, Hop your high career ; 
Where was your pride, your decency, your fcnfe. 
To keep your hufband in that ftrange fufpenfe ? 
For my part, I abominate ihefe fcenes-^— 
No ifiils compcnfatc for fuch odious means : 
To me, I'm fure— but 'tis not fit to utter— ^ 
The very thought has put me in a flutter ! 

Odious, fays mifs, of <}uick and forward parts { . 
Had ihe done more, (he'd given him his deferts ; 
Oy had the wretch but been a fpark of mine ! . 
By Jovt.l ihou'd have paid him in his coifi« 

Another critic ventures to declare. 
She thinks that coufin Pin has gone too far f 
Nay, furely, Jht has play'd a generous part; . 
A fair dilTembler with an honed heart. 
Wou'd any cour ly dame in fuch a cafe. 
Solicit i £0tt and then as sign the placet 

fill* 
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She knew« good gir], my hufband's reformation 
Was (what you'll fcarce believe) my only paflion : 
And when yoor fcheme is good, and fmart, and ckver» 
Coujim have been convenient pcrfons ever. 
With all yonr wifdom, pad am, cries a wit. 
Had Pen been falfe, you had been fairly bit ; 
*Tivas dangerous, fure, to tempt her youth with fin % 
The knonuing-cnes are often taken in : 
The truly good ne'er treat with indignation 
A natural, una^Fedted, generous pafEon ; 
But with an open, libera] praife, commend 
Thofe means which gain'd the honourable end* 

Ye beauteous, happy fair, who know to blefs, 
Warm'd by a mutual flame, this truth confeft; 
That flic u Id we every various pleafare prove. 
There's nothing like the heart of him we love, 

^PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

COUNTESS OF SALISBURY, 

Spoken by Mr. W E S T O N, in the Cha- 

radcr of a Teague. 

MY jewels, I'm come to fpake in the behalf-^ 
Hoot, Devil burn you all, you make me laugb^ 
my foul now I don't take it well in you ; 
Arra, be eafy, till I'm after telling you : 

Smit with the love of glory and of pelf. 
To night, a bard from Dublin its ownfelf. 
Has brought a play here for your approbation^ 
A very pretty thing by my falvation— - 
If you'll truft Irifl^ evidence, I mean*-'* 
I can't the Ilory very well explain ; 
But it's about a Countefs and an Earl, 
The Counters is a mighty honeil girl s 
But there's a villain with a damn'd cramp'd name* 
Makes fuch proposals — 'tis a burning fliame 
Another too— a Knight — bckeys as why 
But houW you know, you'll fee it by and by. 
And then 'tis time enough to tell the p^ot. 
0| but that's true^ I'd like to Jiave fbreot. 
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The drdTes— 'Pon my confcieDCe in my days 

I never faw their peer, they're all a blaze. 

Then there's a child, the fweeteft little rogue 

Only excufe a trifling fpicc of brogue 

He'll make you cry your eyes out, Til be bound— ~ 

'Tis Ireland is the true poetic ground. 

The mufes — Phoebus, heath'ni(h, can't I loath! 

What*s Mount Parnaflus to the Hill of Howth ? 

Of all the fcenes each foolifh poets paints — — i 

bub bub-boo ! give me the Ifle of Saints. 
Turn up your nofes, cavil now and carp, — -^ 
Muiha, I'm Aire our emblem is the harp. 

But flop, the bell rings. Fait they'll foon begin ^ 
'Tis time for mc to be a going in. 

1 take my lave then— but dear craters mind-— 
Pray to our Iriih poetry be kind : 

'Tis a new manufadure in effed ■ ■ 

And your's, my fowls t' encourage and protect ; 

No critic cuftom then exafted be» 

Pafs it like Irifh linen, duty free» 



PROLOGUE 

TO T H B 

TRIP TO PORTSMOUTH. 

IBeS rings for tbi mufick to flop. A Jbort fiUne$ en/uet ;; 
then a man, *witb a hook in bis band^ fappofed to hi tbi 
Prcmpitr^ runs upon the ftage^ a/tir Mr. Wefton bat 
tten called upon two or tbree times hebind tbt/cenes^ 

MAN. 

MR. Wefton, Mr, Wcllon ! 
[A/r« Wefton amfwers behind tbe Curtain^ 
I'm coming I tell you. Qon't make fuch a rout. 

M A N% {Running about tbe ftage) 
Mr. Wefton, Mr. Wefton ! 

\Mr* Weftcn^ pulling tbe curtain back^ meets bim*^ 
¥m here. Don't you fee me ? What's all this about I 

M A N. 

Xi^t Pjt)logap is wanted. 

WES TOR 



'» 
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fTESTON. 

It is foy— I grant it» 
So here, take tbe Prologue, and now you don't want it* 
[G/'o/^j thi man a Jbtet of faptr, and is going* 

M A N. 
But. Sir,— -Who's to fpeak it ? 

WESTON. 

To fpeak it,— iwhy— — who«? 
Go aik Mr. FootCy friend. 

MAN. 

He fays, Sir, 'tis yoo. 
WESTON. 
He's miftaken, for once, I will venture to fay» 
'Tis a ferious affair, and quite out of my way : 
Sentimental, pathetical, tender, affcdUng, 
Juil like his lad piece, and his new way of adiing. 

M A N. 
Your fpeaking, I'am fure, Sir, would give it fach grace,-^ 

WESTON. 
I wou'd|— but who'll give me a tragedy face ?— ^ 
I tell you, I neither like whining nor ranting. 
The groanings and coaoings of tragedy canting;. 
To iigh, and to ftrut, and to ilart, and to dare,. 
My arms throw about, op and down, here and there. 
Kick my train in a pet, and with paffionate rumble. 
Make fun, moon, and Hars, a bombaillcal jumble; 
'Till quite out of breath with heroical fwagger. 
The poifon bowl enters, or polifh'd tii dagger : 
Then quivering I fall, or in fimile die. 
So foy or as iff or as ivhin, or as luby^ 
Ti, ti, turn, Tiy ti> turn, Tum, turn, turn, Ti> ti, 

MAN. 
But, Sir,-— 

WESTON. 
I don't like it, — that's all I've to fay. 
So pray take yourfelf and the Prologue away, 

[Exit MAN, leaving WESTON.]: 
So now I am Solus, that is, I'm alone, 
Snppofe I ihoa'd try at a fpeech of xpyowa— * 



} 
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An extempore Prologuc»^The fency is new — 
Wiih yoar leaves, you ihall judge what Tom WeJlQn can 
do.— *- 
Once on a time, tho' 'twas in Shakefpear's dayf. 
Nature and Common Senfe emhelli(h*d plays ; 
Before old Englifli humou.r turn'd buffoon. 
And long e'er Op'ras put Wit out of tunc. 
In that fame time^ folks did not think by rules. 
But as they feh, they fpoke— Our fathers were no fools. 
Their fong was, Mirth admit me of ycur crrw : 
But that's all old— •'tisn't the thing, 'twont do ; 
The tone is now,— we mud have fomeching new. 
New fights we've had, new grand illuminations^ 
With Jubilees, and Trips, and Inflallations.— — 
We have a trip to*night, to /hew foroe fhipping ; 
Suppofe the Author is to-night caught tripping f— 
Thefe fame* Play-jobbers, though it is furprizing. 
Will always fend me on, apologizing. 
Thus they come o'er me: ff't/teny you* re a Seal/ 
Do /peak my ProhguC'^yQu^re Jo dry and drolU 
I muft go on then — I'm fcrv'd fo this night, 
A common bail for what bad Poets write. 
If— but I hope not— If we*re brought to fliame* 
If you the Author, or the Adors blame, 
May we in one requeft, good birs, be friended. 
Pray don't gi? c fcntencc till the Piece is ended. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at the Theatre-Royal, in Coven t- Garden, #« 
Occafi^n of a Monument to he ercSied bj Contribution 
to SHAKESPEAR. 

WRITTEN BY MR. THEOBALD. 

Spoken by Mr. Ryan. 

[ The Curtain dratun up to folemn Mufid Jheint 
the Stage in Mourning. 

MEibinks, to-night, I call my eyes around 
With awe, and feem to tread on hallow'd ground ; 
aulted fcene afTumes a gloom of dread. 
Like that, where fleep the venerable dead ; 

Andt 
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And you 9 a pious train, in pleasM array. 
Are ranged— the folemn obfequies to pay. 

Immortal Shaktfptare ! ^t thy claim admit; 
For, like thy Cajar^ thou art mighty yet I 
7hy/pirit waih abroad ; and at our hands 
The honorary tomb, thy right, demands. ■ 

That debt is paid; and, to thy mem'ry juft. 
We prefs to execute the pious truft. 
Faft rife the marble, and long laft the pile. 
O'er which thy venerable bud fhall fmile ! 
A long refped mud guard the facred tomb. 
Where flatt'ry's tongue is mute, and envy dumb, 

Britons, with virtuous pride your merit know. 
You've done, what kings of old, were fond to do : 
Then, when the poet died, the monarch moum'd ; 
And, by command, his afhes were inurn'd. 

The due refpc^, you've in this tribute fhewn, 
Befpeaks the poet's worth, and crowns your own : 
And, haply, hence (hall fpring new tragic rage. 
And diftant Shake/pears rile to charm the ftage. 

What mufe can langui(h, who may hope to boaH^ 
A fame frefh-blooming at the publick coil ? 

Kor the dead bard, receive our thanks and praifc ; 
And make us (harers in the tomb you raife. 
Ye fair, who have dittinguifh'd favours Ihewn, 
And made this poet's patronage your own ; 
Urge thofe, whofe gen'rous hearts confefs your fway. 
To follow, where your virtues point the way : 
Then thinkj this pile his honour'd bones contains. 
And frequent vifit— here— the lov'd remains. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

IRENE. 

MARRY zTurk ! a haughty tyrant king. 
Who thinks us women born to drefs and fing ! 
To pleafehis fancy,— fee no other man- 
Let him perfuade me to it— if he can : , 
Befides he has fifty wives ; and who can bear 
To have the fiftieth part her paltry ihare? 
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'Tis true, ihc fellow's handiome, (lra:t and tall; 
But how the devil Oiould he pleafe us ail I 
My fwain is little— true — but be it known. 
My pride's to have that little all niy own. 
Men will be ever to their errors blind , 
"Where woman's not allow'd to fpeak her mind. 
I fwear this eaftern pageantry is nonfenfey 
And for one man— -one wife's enough in confcience. 

In vain prood man ufurps what's woman's due ; 
For us alone, they honour's paths purfne : 
Infpir'd by us, they glory's heights afcend ; 
Woman the fource, the objedt, and the end. 
Tho' wealth, and pow'r, and glory they receive, 
Thefe all are trifles, to what we can give. 
For us the ftatefman labours, hero fights, 
Bears toilfome days, and wakes long tedious nights : 
And when bleft peace has filenc'd war's alarms. 
Receives his full reward in beauty's arms. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

PROVOK'D HUSBAND, * 

OR, A 

JOURNEY TO LONDON; 

Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield. 



ly; 

} 



METHINKS I hear fome powdered critics fay, 
" Damn it ! this wife reform'd has fpoilM the playi 
** The coxcomb ihould have drawn her more in falhion, 
«* Have gratify'd her fofter inclination, 
** Have tipc her a galant, and clinch'd the provocation 
Bat there our Bard ftopt (hort : for 'twere uncivil 
T'have made a modern BeiUf all o'er a Devil I 
He hop'd, in honour of the fex, the age 
Would bear one mended woman on the (la^« 

From whence, you fee, by common fenle's rules. 
Wives might be govern'd, were not hufbands fools. 
Whatc'er by nature dames arc prone to do. 
They fcldcm ftray but when they govern you. 

. *" V/hc» 



} 
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^^hen the wild wife perceives her deary tame. 
No wonder then ihe plays him all the game. 
Bat men of fenfe meet rarely that difafter ; 
"Women take pride, where merit is their mader :. 
Nay* (he that with a weak man wifely lives, 
Will feem t' obey the doe commands he gives ! 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder. 
When men are men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern conforts are fuch high-bred creatures ; 
They think a hufband's power degrades their features; 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning beauty. 
Than that fhe never was reproach'd with duty : 
And that the greatelt bleflini; heav*n e*er fent. 
Is in a ijpoufe, incurious and content. 

To give fuch dames a different caft of thought. 
By calling home the mind, thefe fcenes were wrought. 
If with a hand too rude, the tafk is done. 
We hope the fcheme, by Lady Grace^ laid down. 
Will all fuch freedom with the fex atone. 
That virtue there unfoiPd, by modifli art, 
Throws out atcradions for a Manlfh heart. 

You, you then, ladies, whofe unqueftionM lives 
Give you the forcmoft fame of happy wives, 
Prote^, for its attempt, this haplefs play ; 
Nor leave it to the vulgar tafte a prey ; 
Appear the frequent champions of its caufe, 
Dired the crowd and give yourfelves applaufe. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

SHE WOU'D andSHE WOU'D NOT, 

^ TV /rONGST all the rules the ancients had in vogue, 

jIVJL ^^ fi"^^ "^ mention of an Epilogue. 
Which plainly (hews they're innovations, brought 
Since rules, dedgn, and nature, were forgot. 
The cullom therefore, our next play (hall break. 
But now a joyful motive bids us fpeak. ' 
For, while our arms return with conqueft home, '\ 

While children prattle Vigo^ and the boom, > 

It'« fit the mouth of all mankind, the ftage, be duml)?3 



} 
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While the proud Spaniards read old annals o'er. 
And on the leaves in lazy fafety pore, 
Essex and Raleigh thunder on their (hore. 
Again their donfliips dart, and mend their fpced. 
With the fame fear of their fore-fathers, dead. 
While Jmadis dt Gaul laments in vain. 
And wiihes his young ^ixote out of Spain. 
While foreign ionz are but beheld and feiz'd» 
While Englijh hearts tumultuouHy are pleas'd ; 
Shall we whofe fole fubliilence purely flows 
From minds in joy, or undifturb'd repofc : 
Shall we behold each face with pieafure glow. 
Unthankful to the arms that made 'em fo I 
Shall we not fay ■ 

Old Englijh honour now revives again, 
Mem'rably fatal to the pride of Spain^ 

But hold 

While Anne repeats the vengeance of Eliza's reign, 

For, to the glorious condufl lure that drew 

A Stnatii grateful vote, our adoration's due. 

From that alone all other thanks are poor. 

The old triumphing Romans a(k*d no more. 

And Rome indeed gave all within its power. 

But your fuperior (lars, that know too well 

You English Heroes (hould Old Romk excel ; 

To crown your arms beyond the bribes of fpoil, 

RaisM Englijh beauty to reward your toil : 

Tho' feiz'd of all the rifled world had loft. 

So fair a * circle Rami could never boaft. i 

Proceed, aufpicious chiefs, enflame the war, 

Purfue your conqueft, and poffcfs the fair ; 

That ages may record of them and you, 

They only could infpire what you alone couM do. 

EPILOGUE 

T O 

B O A D I C E A, 

Spoken by Mr, Havard. 

NOW we have fliewa the fatal fruits of ftrife, 
A hero bleeding with a virtaous wife, 

A 
• To the Boxes. 



} 

} 
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A field of waf embruM with nation's gore. 
Which to the daft the hopes of Albion bore,- 
If week defcription, and the iangaid flow 
Of ftraios unequal to this theme of woe 
Have fo'rd to move the fylnpathyiing bread. 
And no foft eyes their melting fenfe expreft ; 
Not all the wit, this after fcene mieht Diare, 
Can give fQccefs, where yon refosM a tear ; 
Much lefs, if haply flill the poet's art 
Hath flM'n perfuaiive to the feeling heart, 
'Will he with fancy's wanton hand efface 
From generous minds compafllon's pleaiing trace. 
Nor from their thoughts, while peniivc they parfoe 
This maze of forrow, fnatch the mortal clue : 
If yet to him ihofe pow'is of facred fong . 
To melt the heart and raife the mind belong, 
par'd he to hope this (ketch of early youth 
Iflight Hand the award of nature ani of truth : 
Kncourag'd thus, hereafter might he foar 
With double (Irength, and loftier fcenes explore^ 
And following fortune thro* her various wiles, 
$hew (Iruggling virtue, drefs'd in tears, or fmiles^ 
Perhaps his grateful labours would requite 
With frequent ofPrings one propitious night* 



Mr. FOOT 

IN THE CHARACTER OT 

Dr. S d U I N T U M,. 

NEAR the mad' manfions .of MoorJUUt I'll bawl; 1 
Friends, fathers, mothers, iiftefs, fons, and all, > 
Shut up your (hops, and liUcn to my call. j 

With labour, toil, all fc:ond means difpeofe. 
And live a rent-charge upon providence. 
Prick up your cars ; a (lory now Til tell, p 

Which once a widow and her child befel, > 

1 knew the mother and her daughter well ; j 

Poor, it is true, they were ; but never wanted. 
For whatibe'er they afk'd was always granted. 
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One fatal day the matron's truth was try'd, 
bhe waotrd meat and drink, and fairly cry'd. 
{ChiU) Mother you cry \ {M§tb ) Oh» child Tve got no 

bread. 
{Child) What matters that ? Why providence a'nt dead I 
With reafon good this truth the child might (ay. 
For there came in at noon that very day. 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a legof mattoD» 
A better fore a table ne*er was put on : 
Ay 9 that might be, ye cry with thofe poor foolaa 
But we ne*er had a rafher for the coals. 
And d'ye deferve it ; How d'ye fpend your days ; 
In paflimes, prodigality^ and plays ! 
Let's go fee Foote ! Ah, Focit*^ a precious limb ! 
Old Nick will foon a foot-ball m^ke of him ! 
For foremoft rows in (ide-boxes you Ihove, 
Think you to meet with fide-boxes above ? 
Where gigsling girls and powder'd fops may fit? 1 
No you wnfall be cramm'd into the pit, > 

And crowd the houfe for Satan % benefit. j 

Oh ! what you fnivel ? Well, do fo no more— -« ^ 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, > 

And, if 1 plea e. Til give it to the poor. J 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

JONES'S EARL OF ESSEX. 

Spoken by Mrs. Cibber. 

T^T E W S ! rews ! good folks, rare news ! and yo« 
1\| (hall know it— 

IS'e got intelligence about our pr)et ! 
Who do y©n think he is ?— —YouMl never guefs ; 
An Irijb Bruklayer^ neither more nt)f Itfs. 
And row the feccet's out, you cannot wonder. 
That in commcncirg Bard he made a blunder; 
Has he not left the better for the worfe, • 
In quitting foHd brick for empty verfe ? 
QhXi he believe th' example of old Ben^ 
Who chang'd (like him) the trowel for the pen, 

Will 



TffEATRlGAL B0U<3LUET% i+t 
Will in his favouc move yoor critic bowels ? 
You ratker wiOi* more poets' pens were trowcla^ 
Our man it honeft, /enuble, and plain. 
Nor has the Poet made him pert^ or vain : 
N^ beaa» no courtieri nor conceited youth $ 
But then, foiude, it always /^aJb tie trutb 7 
I cold him he mu(E flatter, learn addrefty 
And gain the heart of feme rich patronds : 
' Tis me, faid I» your labours will reward. 
If you but join the bricklay'r with the Bard : 

As thus Should (he be old and worfe for weaT^ 

You mud nt\W'£a/t hrr, frMi her, and rsfair ; 

If crack'd in fame, as (carce to bear a touch. 

You cannot ufe your irowei then too much ; 

In, (horc, whate'er her morals, age^ or ftation^ 

Pla/Jier and ttthiU'wa/b ifl your dedication* 

Thus I advlsM.— Bat he detefts the plan : V 

What can be done with fich a iimple osan f 

A Poet's nothing worth and nought availiag, 

Unlefs he*ll furni(h, where there is a failing. 

Authors in thefe good times are made and us'd 

To grant thofe favours nature has refu&'d. 

If he won't /if, what bounty can he crave? 

V/e pay for what we want, not what we have.-— fc 

Nay though of cvVy hhl^vg we have ftorc. 

Our fex will always wiih— a little more.— 

3f he'il not bend his heart to this his ducy. 

And fell (to who will buv) wit, honour, beauty i 

The brick lay 'r (till for hioi the proper trade is. 

Too rough to deal with gentlemen and ladies. ^ 1 1 ' 

In ihort— they^ll all avoid him and neglect him, 

Unlel> that you his patrons will proted him. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SCHOOL FOR WIVES. 
Epoken by Mr« King. 



N 



O coward he^ who in this critic age. 
Dares fet his foot upon the dang'roui flage; 

Ha tVSt 



} 
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TJldc bards, lih Ice^ your footing nuill hetraj^ 

Who can tread Jure upon a Jtiff^ry ivaj ? 

Yet fome thio* five a£ts Aide with wond'roas fldl]^ 

Skim fwift along, turn, (lop, or wind at will ! 

Some tumble, and get op ; fome tift no more ; 

IVhile cruel cricics watch them on the (hore. 

And at each ilumble make a hellifh roar ! 

A wife philofopher hath truly noted, 

(His name 1 have foigot, tho' often quoted,) 

That fincfpun fpirtts from the fl'ghtcft cauir^ 

Draw to themfelves afllidiioh. or applaufe : 

So fares it with our bard.— Laft week be meets 

Some hawkers, roaring up and down the ilreets» 

Lives, charaders, behaviour, parentage. 

Of fome who lately left the mortal ftage ; 

His ears fo caught the found, and workMhis mind. 

He thought his own name floated in the wind; 

As thus—** Here is a faithful, true relation, 

*< Of the birth, parentage, and education, 

•* Lafl dying fpccch, confeflion, charader, 

-" Of the unhappy malefadlerer, 

^« And comic poet, Thomas Addle Brain! 

«< Who fufFer'd Monday laft at Drury Lane ; 

^« All for the price of half-penny a piece ;" 

Still in his ears thefe horrid founds encreafe \ 

Try'd 2nd condemned, half executed too ; 

There (lands the culprit ; 'till repriev*d by you. \Going^ 

Enter Mi/s T O U N G E. 
Mi/s r O U N G E. 
Pray give me leave— /'w fomething now to fay. 

Mr. KIN G. 
Is*t at the School for fTiws, you're taught this way ? 
Th^ School for Hujbands teaches to obey« 



Mifs r U N G E. 
It is a (hame, good Sirs, that brother Kinz^ 
I'o joke a;Dd laugbter, fheuld turn every thiog« 
Out frighted pcet would have no denial. 
Put, begs me to fay fomething on his trial : 
The School for Wiwes^ as it to us belongs, 
SLouU fox jour iife be guarded with oar tongaei. 



£Exit. 



Ladies, 
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Ladies, prepare, arm^ well yoar brows and eyes, ^ 
From thofe your thander^ thefe your liahfaing flies, 
Shoald ftorms be riiing in the Pit— look down. 
And ftill the waves thus, fair ones, with a frown;- 
Or fliottld the Galleries for war declare ;. 
Look up—- your eyes will carry twice as far. 
* Our Bard, to noble trium phi points your wajT^ 
Bids you in moral principles be gay ; 
Something he'd alter in your education,. 
Something which hurtiiig/pw, would hurt a na/iot:' 
ingeouous natures wifli you to reclaim f 
By fmiling virtue you'll infure your aim : 
That gilds with blifs the matrimonial hours. 
And blends her laurels with the fweeteft flowers. 
Ye married fair I deign to attend our fchool^ 
And without uf^rpa.ion learn to rule : 
SooD will he ceafe mean objects to purfue. 
In confcience wretched till he lives to- you ; 
Your charms will reformation's pain beguile,. \ 

And <ijici receive a flab from every fmilt. 



EPILOGUE 
T a 
LOVE'S LAST SHIFT: 

OR, T H B 

LADY IN FASHION.. 
Spoken by Mifs Cross in the CharaiSer of Cup-d: 

"V^TOW, gallants, for the Author. Firft, to you 
TN Kind City Gentlemen o' th' Middle Row ; . 
He hopes you nothing to his charge can lay. 
There's not a cuckold made in alfhis play. 
Nay, you muft own, if you believe your eyes, 
He draws his pen againft your enemies : 
For he declares, to-day he merely drives 

To maul the Beaux becaufe they maul your Wivesr- 

Nor, Sirs, To you whofe folc religion's drinking, . 
Whoring^ roaring, without the pain of xhinking, 

• The Conclufion of the. Prologue front this Jint is \rr »^- 
Jber hand* 

*. 11 J v« 
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He fears he's made a fault you^Il ne'er forgive, 

A crime beyond the hopes of a reprieve : 

An honefl rake forego the joys 6f life^ 

Hit whores and wine, t' embrace a dull chafle wife 1 

Such out-of-fa(hion (luff! But then again^ 

He's lewd for above four afts. Gentlemen. 

For faith, he knew, when once he'd change his forton«^ 

And refbrm'd his yice, *twas time— to drop the curtain, 

f ojr ads for your coarfc palates were defign^d* ") 

But tlien the Ladies tafte is more refin'd ; > 

They, for Amanda*% fake, will fure be kind, J 

Pray let this figure once your pity move: 

Can you refill the pleafing God of Lu'vt ? 

In vain my prayVs the other fcx purfuc, 

Unlefiyouxconqn'ring fmilcs their (lubborn hearts fubduc. 



.EPILOGUE, 

Sj^ohm at ihi ThaH-e-Rcjal in Drury-Lane, April 50, 
1765, Sj Mffi Hopkins, a Child affix T$ars old, mi 
ibf Beaifii §f Mr^ HopkIsM, Frtmfttr^ and Mru 
Hopkins. 

[£/i//r, fpeaking to Mr. Hopkins at the Stagi Do§rJ\ 

NA Y-— Ihh I mnil^— I mnft, indeed, p«)pal 
Pray, let mc go !— what fignifies mama ? 

Conang fwwards, turtjk^. 
Yoor fervant, gentlemen !— Your fervant ladies ! 
Papa*9 the Promfttr-^hvx tosdmy trade is : 
And though my fize is fmall^ my years bat fcw» 
I'll wAjrant, he fhAll find Iknonv mj Cue. 

Females of eM*Ty age have leave to uttle : 
"WhV may not I then, like my elders, prattle ? 
Mamma indeed cries, " Hafh, you little elf ) 
«« Prithee, be filent !-.ril talk all myfclf." 
^-Bnt let her know, my tongue as her'a is nimble. 
And I had rather ofe it than my tfaiipble ; 
Had raiber goffip, fpeak a part, or wheedle. 
Than dam, or wound my Angers with a neddip, 
A Sempftitfs ? No. A Prihcefs let me be, 
la all ioe p3rop and fiate of tragedy I 
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A Prmcefsy Wfth a ps^c, and fweeping train, 
A bowl, a dagger, and a lover (lain i 
0» lio«v riirant! how loud I'll be I and glibber 
Than jTaHu or Priuhwrd^ B^Uamy^ or CitSer ^ 
If for the Bufkin you objcA my Stzs, j 

Why GtfiwVi's /////f— J)ut hao prei^ciu^ cyer. 
And fo have I^But I'm tooJou/^g^ you'll ijay. 
Ah, Sirs ! I (hall grow OlJer e^Vy day : 
And thty that now my faint e.^deavours (pare,, 
Mt/s in btr tuns fhall thank them for their care* 



P I L O G U I 

TO THE 

MIS E R. 

WRITTEN BV COLlV CIBBERj ESq^ 

Sf oken by Mrs* Raft or. 



I 



OljJl. A^ithor's furc bewkchld I The fenfeleTs Ro^u: 
infills no good play waqu an Ept^ogu?. 
Suppgff ibll( tr«w, faid i, what's that to tbisf 
Is yours a good on* ?^ ■ 'No, but Afo/irnr's it, 
He cry'd. And Z34) " vsl ao Epilogue was tack'd t»iiis. 
Befides, your modk rO Epilogues, faid he. 
Are but ragouts of fmut and ribaldry. 
Where the Sdfe jells are dwindled to fo few. 
There's fcarcf one double E^anirt left that's nevv^ 
I^r wou'd I io that iofely circk rai^e 
One bhiA^5 to gain a ttfbufand Coxcoml>9 praife. 
T^«o for the thread-bare joke of Cit and Wh, 
iyhQ(c fore-rkaown rhyme is echo'd from the l^t^ 
Till of their laugh the Galleries arc bit. 
I'hco to reproach the.Crixicks with ill-nature, 
And charge their malice to bis flingtag ^atyrr 
And thence appealing to the nicer ^xft^^ 
Tho' talkingy^w^ might da(h the Druty l>oxc9« 
If ^tl^e» he cry'd, the choice ingredients be 
For Epilogues, they (haii have none for me. 
Lord* £>, fay? I ; the Gallery will fo bawl ;. , \ 

Lci 'em^. he cry'd, a bad one's woi-fe ihaa tvo^v^ 9l\ ^\V« 

H 4 >^?Aa.\^k> 
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Madam, tbefe things than you I am more expert in» 
J^'or do I fee- no Epilogue much hurt m. 
Zounds ! when the Play is ended— ^->drop theCartaini 



} 



EPILOGUE 

T O T H B 

C I T I Z E N. 

Spcken bj Mr. Shuter and Mr» Woodward, /w tAt 
CbaraStrs of Old Fhilpot and Touug Philpot. 

Father. 

OH ! Gtorge^ Geergtr Giorg^/ 'tis fuch rakes as you, ' 
Who bring vile jokes and foul di (honour top 

Upon our city yooth* 
€{0. 'Tis very true. 

Faih, Sf. Jameses end o* th* town, 
^eo. No place far mts 

Faih. No, truly— —no— —their manners difaeree 

Witli ours intircly-^yet you there muff run 

To ape their follies, 
Gio. And fo am nndone. 

Fa/lf, There you all learn a vanity in vice, 

Yoa cam mere fopis, yoa pame — 
Geo. O, damn the dice ! 

Fatk. fiubbrd at play, 
€eo* Ves, Sir. 

Faih* By ev'ry common cheat. 

Cic. Ay ! here's too witnefles [PMiUng ««/ his poekitu 
Fath. Yoa get well beat. ' ^ 

G40. A witaefs too of that [Jbiws his head] and 

there's another. [fo T'smng Wilding, 

Fath. You dare to gi?e affronts, 
Gm» Zoondf, fach a pother ! 

Fatb. Aflfronts to gentlemen ! 

€m. *Twas a ra(h aaion. 

Fafh. Damn me, yoa lie ; I give yoa facisfidion. 

[mimickhgJ 

Drawn in by ftrumpets— and dete Aed too ! '-* 
Gm That's a fad thing, Sir! i*ll be judg'd by yoa. 

Fati. The 



torc,V 
>ft. j.» 
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PaiL The dog he has me there, 

Gio. Think yoa it right .^ 

Under a ubie. 

Fatb. Miferabie plight ! 

Clf. For grave threefcore to fcalk with trembling knees^* 
And envy every lover whom he fees I 
Think yoa it fitting thus abroad to roam ? 

Fatb. Would I had ftaid to caft accounts at home ; 

Geo. Ay ; there's another vicc^ 

FAib. Sirrah, give o'er, 

Gi9. Yon brood for ever-o^eryoQj^ moft lovM ftore, 
Aodicrapiog cent, per ami. ftill pine for more* 
At Jonatbam^i^ where millions are nndone. 
Now cheat a nation, and now cheat yoor fon. 

Fatb. Rafcaly enoogh ! . 

C#». . I coold add, bat am loth. . 

Fdib. Enough !-f-this jury will condemn ur both*. 

[79 tbi anditntt. • 

Gio. Then to the coort we*d better make fubmtHijn : 
Ladies and Gentlemen, with true contrition, 
I here repent my faults ; ye courtly train. 
Farewell ! farewell, ye giddy and ye vain \ 
I now take up — forfake the ^ay and witty, 
To live, henceforth, a credit to the city. 

Fatb. Yoa fee me here, quite coverM o'er with Ihame; ; 
I hate long fpeeclics — but Til do the fame. 
Come, George — to mend is all the bed can boaft* . 

G^o. T^en let ni in, . 

Fatb. And this (hall be our toad, . 

May Britain % than ler on her foes be huri'd, 

Gio. And LoBdan prove the market of the world. 

PROLOGUE. 

TO T HE 

S. P A N I S H B A R B E Ri. 

WRITTEN BY MRi COLMAN. 

Sp9ken by Mr. P arsons. - 

N C r mors from Ludgatc-hill behold Pnul Vr.n \ • 
- The £;nic fpruc*.a;r you ice ! lainccout I fa;ne wi • ♦ ' 
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A Mercer, fmart and dapper ail allow. 

As ever at fiiop^door ihoc ofF a bow. 

This fummer— for I love a little prance-— j 

This Summer, Gentlefolkt, Pve been to France, > 

To mark the fa(hk>ns«-aiid to learn to dance, 3 

J, and dear Mr?. Priff^^the firft of graces ! 

At Calais, in the diligence, took places ; 

Traveird thro' Bonlogoe, Amiens, and ChantiUf, 

All in a line— as (Iraight as Piccadilly I 

To Paris come, their dtelTes made me flare— 

Their favVite cc^onr it iit Fremck ^tfem^i JMr / 

They're nU fo fine, fo fliabby, and ix> gay. 

They look like chimney^fweepera on May*dny ! 

Silks of all colours in the rainbow there i 

A lofeph's coat appears the common wear. 

Of fume I brought home patterns; one to-night ^ 

We mean to (hew— 'tis true it is but flight, > 

B«it then for fummer wear, you know that's right. 3 

A isttk TFia*uir^ whom I long have known, *> 

Has work'd it up, and bega to have it (hewn--* > 

But prav obferve, my frieinis— 'tis not his own« 3 

I brought it over-«-nay, if it mifcarries. 

He'll cry—'* 'tis none of mine— -it came from PHrxs.'* 

But fhou'd you like it, he*il foon let you know 

'Twas fpun and manufa£lnr*d in S^bo. 

— 'Thad a great ran abroad ; which always yielda 

Work for onr Gmb-ftreet, and onr SpitalAeld«« 

France charms our Ladies, naked Bards and Bcavxi. 

Who fmuggle thence their learning and their cloaths ; 

Buckles. like grid-irons, and wigs on fprings ; 

Tetfs built like towers, and rumps like ollrich wings. 

K thi.s piece pleafe, each fummer Til go over. 

And fetch new patterns by the Straits of Do^c» 



»?!• 



THEATRICAJ- BOUQUET. 155 
EP I LOGU E 

T 0- 

EDGAR AND E M M E L I N E. 

WRITTEN BY MR. OARRICK. 

Sppkcn by Mcs. YaT£». 

OL D times, M falhions, iiod the fairiei gone ^ 
Let as return, good folks, to fixty^one— . 
To this blcft time, ye fair, of female glory, 
When pleafares uaforbiideA He before ye ! 
No SpriUJ to fright yoa now, no guardian Efvis ^ 
Your wife diredors are^^yotir own dear felves^-*- 
And every fair one feels, frpm o!d to young. 
While thefe your guidts— — -you never can do wron j,^ 
Weak were tie fex of y'ore^tbeir pleafures fevr-% 
How much more wife, more fpkiied are jf9u T 
Would any Lady Jantt or Lady Mary^ 
Ere they did this or thtU coafult a Fairy ? 
Would they permit this faucy pigmy crew. 
For each fmall flip, to pinch 'em black and blue ^ 
Well may you fliudder— -— for, with all your charms. 
Were this the cafe — ^good heaven, what necks and arms 1" 

Thus did thev ferve our grandames heretofore ■ 
The Very thought mufl make us moderns fore 1 
Pid their poor hearts for cards or dancing beat, 
Thefe El*vei rais'd bliilers on their hands and htt : 
Tho' Loo the game, and fiddles play'd moft fweetly** 
They could not fqueeze dear Pamt npr foot M^UFtailj,, 
Were wives with hufbands but a little wilful. 
Were they at that fame Loo a little ^/y«/; 
Did they with pretty fellows lau^h or fport— ^ 
Wear ruffi too fmall, or petticoats t0(2 ihort : 
Did they, no matter how, difturb their cloaths ;. 
Or, over-lilied, add a littiC rofe ! — 
'i'hefe fpiteful fairies rattled round their beds. 
And put (Irange frightful nonfenfe in th^ir headi 
Nay,, while the hulband fnor*d and pruJllh^mnr, 
Hid. the. fond wife but met th? dear gallan;-* 

H.6 ^^^^^ 
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Tbo' lock'd the door» and all as flill as night-^ ' 
Pop thro' the key hole whips the Fairy Sprite, 
Tnps round thc/oom — «« My hulband !" madam cries— 
«* The devil ! where !" the frighted beau replies — 

iumps thro' the window— >(he calls ont in vain 1 

Je, cur'd of love— and cool'd with drenching rain, ^ 
Swears-: — " Dem him if he'll e'er intrigue again I" J 

Thefe were their tricks of old But all allow. 

No childifti fears difturb our Fair Ones, now ■ 

Ladies, for all this trifling, 'twould be bell 
To keep a little Fairy in your bread : 
Not one that (hould with moderate pafiTons war ; 
But jail to tweak. you-«when you go too f^r. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

M O O R E'a GAMESTER.. 
Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard, 

ON ev'ry Gamefter in xh* Arabian nation, 
'Tis faid that Mabomti denounc'd damnation ;, 
But in retiiro for wicked carda and die?, 
He gave them black ey'd gfrls in.Paradife. 
2>hould he thus preach, good countrymen, to you^ , 
htis converts would, I fear, be mighty few. 
So much yobr hearts are fjt on ibrdid gain, 
'^rhe brighteft eyes around you (hine in vain, 
tttiou'd the mod heav'niy beauty bid you take her,. 
You'd rather hold two aces and a maker ^ 
By 70ur«jca^leg. our poor fex drawn in, . 
Is guilty of the fame unnat'ral fin.; 
The rtudy now of tstvf girl of parts. 
Is how to wiirybur money, not your hearts^ 
O ! in what fweet, what raviihing delights, 
Q«r Beaux and Belles together pals their nights ! 
By ardent perturbaiioos kept awake. 

Each views with longing eyes the other's ftakc. 

The Smiles and Grtues are from Britain flown. 
Our Cupid is lin errant (harper grown, 
Aac Foita^t'iits-on C}tlH;rc:u'^thrQaf. 



} 
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In all thefe things tho* women may be blam'd. 
SuremeDy the wifer men, ihoa'd beafliam'd!* 
And 'tis a horrid fcandal I declare^ 
That foAr. ftfiinge queens (houM rival all the fair, . 
Four jilts with ntither beauty, wit nor parts* 
O fhame ! hare'got poileifiott of their hearts ; . 
And thofe bold flutS'» for all thetr queenly pride-. 
Have play*d loofc tricks, or elfe they're much beljr.'d. .^ 
Cards were at firil for benefits defign'd. 
Sent to anmrey and no^eniUve thCj miqd. . 
From good to bad how eafy the tranfition ! 
For what was pleafare once, is now perdition. 
Fair La4ies then, thefe wicked Gamellera (hnn. 
Whoever weds one, is, you fee undone. 



E, P If L o a U E 

TO THE. 

SIEGE O F^ A Q^U I L E I A. 

Spoken by Mrs« Cibber, 



VJ In 

Itnerefon 



^ U R Author, as I'm told, is not to feek 
antient lore ; in Latin, nor in Greek, , 
ItEerefore did advifa htm^ as a friend. 
To make his learning fenre fome ufeful end : 
And let me know, vSiat rules he had obferv'd. 
What unities of time and place preferv'd. 
He anfwer'd, P^gtry is not an art ^ 
*Tis Nature only frames the Poet's heart : 
Still as he thinks, the fcene he feelr along. 
And from his bofom burfls the raptur'd foog. . 
This is the facred oracle, the (hrinn 
The bard confults, and here, the tuneful- Nine. 
Wiih the fame fire, the hearer's foul mull glow, . 
Elfe vain to him, the tale of tragic woe. 
Thare is a temper, which is all m all i 
That founds refpDnfive to the Poet's call. 
Like Memnon's harp, which pour'd harmDuioas lays,. 
When'er its (lings were touch'd by Phcebus' rays, 
T-his temper of the foul is fweet and wild | 
It fobs,, or fmiles, as fudden as a child s 



1C^ 
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To wo«8 imaginM tears unfeigned gives. 
And in the Poet's world of fancy Jives. 

Whilft thus be fpoke, a kcll was heard to ri«g| 
He ftop'd» and ftarted like a gnilcy thing.; . 
Ere the dread curtain rofe, in hafls withdrew^ 
And at a dlAance waiu his doom from yon. . 

» ■ ' ^ 

EPILOGUE 

T O T B £ 

NOTE OF HAND: 

OR, THE 

TRIP TO NEWMARKET* 

^^ H fnch a fight ! Tve been upon the courfe, 

\J And he may talk his nonfenf'e tell he's hoarfe^ 

w£at matters an old Camtttiury ftory ? 

Upon my foul Ne*wmarket\ in its glory. 

Such galloping/ fuch gambling and fach betting. 

Such capering, fuch cutting and curvetting ! 

Oh, fuch a world of bothering and of noife. 

So many Cambridge hacks and College boys : 

Then there is fuch a riot and a rattle 

With liib of terrihUt UrfihU biib^iJ caitU i 

Lift ef thi Jp^rting Ladies ^ Sir ^-—O Lord, 

This fooliih Poet's »o tul^ri, take my word. 

He's jaded at two heaijf as I'm alive, 

Tis well it's out of rule to Hart for ^ve» 

What fignifies his farce I 'tis all a jeft ; 

Upon my ibul FirttaiPg a lovely bead— — 

So ileak, fo trim, fo (lender aiul fo thin^ 

They lead him oat and thea they lead him in. 

Ob, if that Roman fellow now was there, 
(What was his name r) that made hit horic Lord May'^i^ 
He might have choice and plenty, a whole ftud 
Of Senators and Confals, thorough blood. 
What neighing after one another's fponfes. 
What fnorting and what kicking in both hGuJis (: 
Shake but the £tvt, as fgre as I am born, 
There's none amongft 'em« hut wou'd ame iq 4orH* 

Whj- 
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Why dach ft hair-brain'd Tpark might think it wit 
To turn hh flable look into the pit : 
Long-tall and lK>b-catI, blacks and (^rightly btys. 
And filthy dons and old flea-bitten greys* 
Youor high bred fillies, and fine dappled mares, 
And braying critics with long pricking ears : 
Stand by your Poet, Sirs ; and keep your places. 
You'll get no harm at his Ntwrnitthn Races* 



P R O LO G UE 

T O 

'TIS WELL IT'S NO WORSE. 

Cepiain O'CuTTER enters^ treffi^ Ai Siag£ ; tgt^ 
uton feting ibi AudUnct^ J^^Ph ^'^ ^^i ^^ 
drejfis tbem. 

OH ! there ye are ;— before one word I utter, 
I mufl ull you, my dears^that I, . Captain 
O'Cuttcr, 
With filent refped, will a thing or two fay 
About my relationt who wrote this new pLay : 
My coufin, poor foul, is in damnable fright, 
Becaufe why A— ^o amnie you he takes grate delight : 
I faid, fye for (hame ?— what a man, and be frightful ? 
A pale ba(hfol lrifliman*s never delightful ; 
No conauefls are gain'd with Aich dread looks as thofe t 
I told him, a man (hoald not fhrink at his foes ; 
That you were his friends, and would taHe what he writ,. 
If he would not o*erload you with humour and wit; 
He fwore he would not be fo weak and abfurd ; 
And) if I know my conlin, he'il not brake his word. 
My coaiin's no (louch, at your reading and writing ; 
Tho' now, for his play, he's at pale as a whiting. 
1 anfwer'd for yoti^ which his heart has much eas'd. 
That tho' you don't like it, I'm fure yoti*Il be pleas'd \ 
For they fay that Old Nick, if he's pleas'd, will be civil $ 
You'll like it, if not pleas'd, to be unlike the Devil. 
In fhort, my dear coufin has taken a prize ; 
Vat lure you'll applaud him^ \is Spaniih,'jny boys« 
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He brings a tale from a far difhtnt age, 
EnDobled by the grave hiiloric pa^ ! 
Zenchiah woes have touch'd each polifh^d ftate ; 
The bri^hceil eyes of Franci have raourn'd hex fate. 
HannonioM ludy her tribote paid» 
And fuo^ a dirge to her lamented ihade. 

Yet thiok nor that we mean to mock the ejrc 
With pilfcr'd colours of a foreign dye. 
Not to tranflate, oor bard his pen doth dip ; 
He takes a play, as Britons take a fiiip ; 
They heave her down, with many a fturdy flroke. 
Repair ^tr well, and build with heart of oak. 
To ^\try breeze fet Bniam\ dreamers free, . . 

New-man her, and away again to fea. 

This is our author's aim-; andiif hi$/art . 
"Waken to fentimenc the feeling of the heart ; 
If in his fcenes altern.te parens bum, 
AndfriendAip, love, guilti Virtue, takt their turn | 
If innocence, opprefs'd, lie bleeding here. 
You'll give— ^*tis all he «lks*-oflC vircueos tear. 

PR O L a U OP' J 

k T O T U £ 

CHANCES. 

OF all men, thofe have leaft reafon to care ^ 
For being laugh'd at, who can laugh their ft«re :. 
And that's a thing our Author's apt to ult. 
Upon occaiion, when no man can chnfe. 
Suppofe now at this inftant one of you. 
Were tickled by a fool, what won'd you do ? 
•Tis ten to one you'd laugh : here's juft the cafe 
For there are fools that tickle with their face.' 
Your gay fool tickles with his drefs and motions. 
But your grave tcol of fools with filly noiipns. 
Is it not then utynft that fbps (hould ftill 
Force one to langh,'and then take laughing ilt? • 
Yet fince perhaps to foine it gives offence, ' ^ '' , 
That men are titkied 41 the wvnt of fenft i 
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Oar Aathor thinks he takes the readied way 
To (hew all he has laaffh'd at here fair play. 
For if iU writing be a tolly thought, 
Correding ill is fore a greaer ^sult. 
Then gallants laagh, but cluife the right plac^ 6x^ 
For judging ill'is of all faults the wor^. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

CARELESS aUSBAND. 

OF all the various vices of the age. 
And (hoals of fools exposed upon the Stage, 
How few are laiht chat call for fatire*s rage t 
What can you think to fee our plays fo full 
Of madmen, coxcombs/ and the drivtlling fodi f 
Of cits, of (harpers, rakes and roarbg bDl!ies, 
Of cheats, of cuckolds, aldertten andcuUlesf 
V/ou'd not one fwear, 'twere taken fbr a rule^ 
That fatJre's rod, in the dramatit fchool. 
Was only meant fbr the incorrigible fboll 
As if too vice and folly were confiuM 
To the Tile fcnm alone of human kind. 
Creatures a mufe ihouM fcom ; Aich ab]eA tralh 
Dcftrwe not fatire's but Ae hangman's laib* 
Wretches fo ht (hut out from fenfe of ihamf, 
Ifiwgatf or Bidiam only (htraM reclaim ; 
For tatire neV was meant to make wild monfters timt,^ 
No, Sits.— — 

We rather think the per/bns fit fbr plays. 
Are they whofe birth and education fays 
They've tvtrf help that ihou'd improve mankind. 
Yet ftill live flaves to a vile tainted mind \ 
Such as in wit are often feen t'abound. 
And yet have fone weak part, where folly's fbund : 
For follies fprout, like weeds, higheft in fruitful ground. 
And 'tis oblerv'd, the |;arden ct the mind 
To no iafsftive weeds To much inclin'd. 
As the rank pride that fome from afF^dation find, 
A foUy too we]] known to make its court 
With moft fuccefs tmtmg the better fort; * ' 
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Such are the perfoits we to-day provide^ 

And nature's fools for once are laid afide. 

This is the ground on which our play we build ; 

But in the iiru£lure mud to judgment yield : 

And where the poet fails in art or care. 

We beg your wonted mercy to the player. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

EARL OF ESSEX. 
Spoken by Mr. Barry. 

OUR defp'rate bard oor bold excurfion tries, 
Tho* dancer damp'd his wing» he dar'd to rife ; 
From hope, high rais'd, all glorious a&ions fpring $ 
'Tis hence that heroes conquer, poets fing. 
£ven he may feel the foal-exalting fire. 
Fame prompts the humbled bofcm to aipire. 

Without a guide this raih attempt he made. 
Without a clqe from art, or learning's aid. 
He takes a theme where tendVeft paffions gbw» 
A theme, your grandfiies felt wich pleafing woe* 
Essex' fad tale he flrives to cloath anew. 
And hopes to place it in a (IroLger view. 

Poets, like painters, may, by equal law. 
The laboured piece from different mailers draw ^ 
perhaps improve the plan, add fire and giace, 
And ftrike tn' impaifijo'd foul through all the face* 
How far our author has fecur'd a claim 
To this exalted palm, this wi(h*d-fbr fame. 
Your generous (entiments will foon declare : 
Humanity is ever prone to fpare. 
'.Twere bafenefs then your candour to didrnft ; 
A British audience will, at lead, be juil. 

A flattering truth he fearful mud confefs. 
His fanguine friends made promife of fuccefs ; 
But that, he fears> their araent wi/bes wroughtt. 
'Since partial favour feldom fees a fault. 
Then bear, like patient friends^ this firfl eflay». 
HU next iball thank you in a oohler way. 

PROLOG OB 



} 
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PROLOGUE' 

TO THE 

ENGLISHMAN returned to PARIS* 
Spoken by Mr. Foots. 

OF all the paflion that poiTefs mankind* 
The love of novelty rales mod the mind. 
In fearch of this from realm to re«lm we roam. 
Our "fleets come fraught with every folly home. 
Prom lybias defarts hoftile brates advance. 
And dancing dogs in droves ikip here from France 
From latian lands gigantic forms appear. 
Striking onr britifh Sreafb with awe and fear. 
As once the Liliputians — — Gulliver, 
Not only objefls that a^d the fight, 
In foreign arts and ar lifts we delight. 
Near to that fpot where Charles heftrides-fl horfet 
In humble profe the place is Charing-Crofsj 
Clole by the margin of a kennel's fide, 
A dirty difmal entry opens wide. 
There with hoarfe voice, check'd (h'rt and callous hand 
Dujfs Indian Englifh trader takes his ftand. 
Surveys each paiTenger with curious eyes. 
And ruftic Jloger talis an cafy prize. 
Here's China porcdaine that Chelfea yields, 
And India handkerchiefs from Spittal fields, 
With Turkey carpets from Wilton came. 
And Spanilh tucks and blades from Bermingham* 
Fa£lor» are forc'd to favour this deceit, 
And EngliOi goods are fmuggl'd through the ftreet. 
The rude to poliih and the fair to p:eale. 
The hero of to- night has crofs'd the Teas, 
Tho' to be born .a Briton be his crime. 
He's manufadtur'd in another clime. 
*Tis Buck bfgs leave once more to come before ye. 
The little fubjeft of a former ftory, 
How chang'd, how fafhion'd whether brute or beaa» 
We truft the following fcenes will fully (hew. 
For them and him we your indulgence crave* 
*Tis ours (till to fin and yours to fave. 
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PROLOGU E, 

On the Opining of the Theatre-Royal in the Hay- 
Market, May If, 1777, 

WRITTEN BY OEORGE COtMAfT^ ESQ. ' 

Spoken by Mr, Palwer. 

13 R T I>£ by a thoafand arts ^-ain honours claims^ 
J^ And "giTes to empty nothings pompous names. 
Theatric dealers thus would fain feem great. 
And every playhoufe grows a mighty flate. 
To fancied heights howe*er mock-monarchs foar» 
A Manager's a fr^/r— nothing more.— 
You (whom they court) their cuftomers— and then 
We Players— poor de? ils ! — are the journeymen. 

While two great Warehoufcs, for winter ufe. 
Eight months huge bales of merchandife produce. 
Out with the fwaJlow comes our fummer bayes. 
To (hew his taiFata and luteflring plays ; 
A choice a/Tor tment of flight goods prepares. 
The fmalled haberdafher of fmall wares. 

In Laputa, we're told, a grave projector, 
-^A mighty fchemer, like our new Diredor— 
Once formed a plan— and *twas a deep one. Sirs ! 
To draw the fun-beams out of cucumben. 
So whilft lefs venturous Managers retire. 
Our falamander thinks to live in fire. 

A Playhoufe,Quidnunc— and no Quidnunc's wi(er— « 
Reading our play-bills in the Advertifer, 
Cries " l\ey I what's here ? In the Haymarket a play. 
To fweat the Public in the midft of May ? 
Give mi frefli air!" then goes, and pouts alone 
In country lodfings-— by the two-mile Hone : 
'There (its, and chews the cud of his difgnti, 
B.oilVl in the fun, and blinded by the duft. 

Dearee, fays Mrs. Inkle, let us go 
To the Hay-mtrket to-night, and fee th? fhow ! 
Pfha, woman, cries old Inkle, you're a fool: 
We'll walk to Homfey, and enjoy the cool. 
So faid, to finiih the domeftrck flrife, 
forth waddle the fat fpoufe and fatter w'.fe : 

Audi 
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And as they tMg up: H^bgiUe-hill together. 

He crm-^** DtHshtful «/alking>i«^harmin|^ weather!" 

Now, with the n^kin anderae«th the chui» ^« 

UnbattoQ*d Cits their tartle feaHs begtn« > 

And plunge full Jen ackle-deep thro.' thick and thin : J 
Throw down fill, fle(h, fowl» Pftftry* cuAardt jelly* 
And make a filmagMady of their belly. 
'< More Chian -pepper! punch, another ntmrner I 
^ So cool and plealant—eating in the fiunmer I" 

To antient geographers 'twas not known 
Mortals could live beneath the torrid aone : 
But we» th.OiUgh toiling underneath the lioc. 
Mud make our h%y now whrle the weaither's fine. 
Your good okl Hay-maker, long here employed. 
The fuoQiiDe of yoor fmilea who fiill enjoyed ; 
The fields which long he mowed will not fivfake^ 
Nor quite forego the feythe, the Ibrk and rake, 
Bnc take the-field, ev*n in the hotteH day. 
And kindly help us to get in our hay. 

— ■ ■ ■ " — t 

PROLOGUE 

TO 

ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE. 
Spoken by Mr. King. 

PRAY let me fee, if what France fays be true. 
That fmilin? faces in this land are few. 
Vl\ tej] you how they mark you to a tittle ; 
They (^Yt you think too much, and talk too little ; 
"While you witti fcoro, cry out againll their prate. 
And fwear, with heels fo light, their heads want weight. 
Be but fome clouds of politics blown oV, 
Koglaod wonld ihew its laughing face once more. 
For this good end, our bard throws in his mite. 
And hopes to ileal you from your cares to-night. 

Now for our title— ^V iht kP'tsrU's a Stage* 
The lively French, of e^ftry rank and age, 
Jci a^ing'fcenes employ their laughing boms. 
And life's rou|h path make.^y by brewing fiower*,. 
Let but the fiiuiun (prciid throughout our iue. 
And wh^t makes Frenchmen grin, will make you fmile. 
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The drama, would like Alkalis, protcGt yoa 

From thofe foor humours, which fo much affcfl joa ; 

Sweeten your blood, with its iwift correot mix. 

And cure the crudities of politics* 

Qur farce exhibits fuch a Tcene as this^ 

And low are our ptrfina dramatis. 

The various fervants at a country feat. 

As aSorsy fttrni(h out the curious tieac. 

In AUxanitr^ will the Butkr rave. 

And nought can Cfyfus, the fat Coachmany fave. 

From Philip's fon— You'll fee the hero foo«. 

Dealing death round him, with a filver fpoon. 

The Cooky RoxanMy glowing with deicre. 

Burns as fiie balles — her bofom all on fire! 

The groom and footmen, aft their parts fo well. 

No longer Tom and Dick, they hear no belli 

The Butler mad— all's in confufion hurPd, 

Hi can't ohey^ for he commands the world f 

His vidlories alone pofTefs his brain — 

So mailer bawls, and midrefs fcolds in vain. 

Critics— indulge thefe heroes in their fancies— 

Nor, by your frowns, reftore 'em to their fenfes. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

RUNAWAY. 

WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRICK, ESC^. 

Spoken by Mifs Younge. 

¥3 O S T hafte from Italy arrives my Lover ! 

§J Shall I to you, good Friends, my fears difcoverf 

Should Foreign modes- his Virtues mar, and mangle. 

And Caro Spojo prove— Sir DingU DangUi 

No fooner joined than fiparatt we go, % 

Abroad— we never (hall each other know, >^ 

At home — I mope tfi^^vf— he'll pick his teeth holow. '• 

In fweet domcllic chat we ne'er (hall mingle, 

^nd, "McddMd tho' 1 am, (ball iliU Mst JiagU. 

However 
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- However modifh, I dietcft this plan : -j 

For mc, no maukiflv creature, ♦weak, and wan ; > 

He muft be Englifl?^ and an Englijh—Mzn. J 

To Nature, and his Countr)', falfe and blind, 
ShouM Bel'vilU dare to twifl his form and mind, 
I will difcard him — and to Britain true, 
A Briton chufe — and, may be, one of you ! 
Nay, don*t be frightened— I am but in jcft ; 

"Free Men in Love, or War, fhould ne'er be prefsM. 

If you wouM know my utrroft expedtatioo, 
'Tis one unfpoird by tra*viWd Education ; 
With knowledge, tafte, much kindnefs, and fbme whim^ 

• Good fcnfc to govern mg — and let me govern him j 




With fuch a Pbcenixt fuch a matchlefs Mate, 
. I will by kindnefs, and fome fmall difcerniog. 
Take care that Hymen's torch continues burning: 
At weddings, now-a-days, the torch thrown down, 
Juft makes a fmoke, then (links throughout the town! 
No married Puritan— I'll follow pleafure. 
And cv'n the Fafhion— but in mod'rate meafure; 
I will of Op'ra extafies partake, 
Tho* I take fnufF to keep myfelf awake ; 
No rampant Plumes fhall o'er my temples play. 
Foretelling that my brains will fly away; 
Nor from my head (hall ilrange vagaries fpring. 
To (hew the foil can teem wich ev'ry thing ! 
tio/ru'fs, roetj, greens, (hall fill the ample (pace, 
A kitcUn-garden^ to adorn my face ! 
No Rocks (hall there be feen, no Windmill, Fountain, 
Nor curls like Guns fet round, to guard the Mountaial 
O learn, ye Fair, if this fame madnefs fpreads. 
Not to hoU upt but to hep donun your beads : 
Be not mifled by (Irange fan ta (lie art. 
But in your xircfs let Nature take fome part ; 
Her (kill alone a lading pow'r infures, 
.And be/l can ornament fuch charms as yours. 



^^O- 
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P R O L O G U E 

TO THE 

.^GOOD-NATURED M A^N. 

WRITTEN BY DR. JOHNSON. 

•^-TyR E S T by the load of Jife, the weary mbid 
^ Surveys the peneral toil of human kind; 

• With cool fubmiffion joins thc-Iabouring train, 
cc/'j.nd fecial forrow, lofes half it's pain. 

• Our anxious bard, -without complaint, may (hare 
This buftling feafon's epidemic care. 

: L'kc dr/ar^s pilot, dignify'd by fate, 

' Toft in one common dorm with all the great ; 

' > Diflrefl alike, the flatefman and the wit, 

• When one a borough courts, and one the pit. 

• The bttfy candidates for pow'r and fame. 

Have hopes, and fears, and wiihes, jud the fame; 

'Bifabled both to combat, or to fly, 
v'Mufl hear all taants, and hear without reply. 
•: XJnchock'd on both, loud rabbles vent their rage, 

.As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

• Th' offended burgcfs hoards his angry talc, 
•^.For thaibleft year when all that vote may rail; 

Their fchemes of fpitc the poet's foes difmifs. 
Till that glad night, when all that hate may hifs. 
*• This day the powder'd curls and golden coat, 
-^/Says (welling Cri/pin^ hegg'd a cobler's vote : 
" This night, our wit, the pert apprentice cries. 

Lies at my feet, I hifshim, and he dies. 
^ ThC'great, 'tis true, can charm th* eleding tribes 
'The bacd may fupplicate, but cannot bribe. 
- Yet judg'd by thofe, whofe voices ne'er were fo^y 
f He feels no want of ill perfuading gold ; 
V.But confident of praife, if praife be due, 
^^^1(1}^. without fe^r^ tq nent, and.t0.7Au, 
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THEATRTCAL B O U Q;^U E T, ,^71 
PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

^C.L ANDESTINE MARRIA.GE. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICiC. 

POETS and painterf, who from nature draw 
Their heft and richeft (lores, have made this law : 

' That each (hould neighbourly afiilt his brother. 
And deal with decency from one another. 
To-night, your matchlefs Hogarth gives the though^ 
Which from his canvas to the ftage is brought. 
And who fo fit to warm the. poet's mind. 
As he who pidlur'd morals and mankind ? 
But not the fame their charaders and fceoes.; 

. Both labour for one end, by d liferent meanii : 
E.ichy as it fuits him, takes a feparate road. 
Their one great obje£l, Marriage- a la-mode ! 
Where titles deign with cits to have and hold* 
And change rich blood for more fubflantial gold \ 
And honoured trade from intered turns afide. 
To hazard happinefs for titled pride. 
The painter dead, yet ftill he charms the eye ; 
While England lives, hb fame can never die : 
But he, who ftruts Lis hour upon the ft age ^ 
Can fcarce extend his fame for half an age ; 
Nor pen nor pencil can the a£lor fave. 
The art, and artift, (hare one common grave. 

O let me drop one tributary tear, 
On poor Jack Falftaff'% grave, and Juliet* $ hi:t I 
You to their worth mud tellimony give; 
*Tis in your hearts alone their fame can live. 
Still as the fcenes of life will (hift away. 
The (Irong impreflions of their art decay. 
Your children cannot feel what you have known ; 
They'll boaft of ^im and Cihhers of their own ; 
The grcatcft glory of our happy few, 
.U to DC felt, and be approved by jou* 
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1^71 THEATRICAL B aUQtJET- 
PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

^A P PRENTICE. 

Spoken by Mr. Woodward. 

•^inraR'OLOG.UES precede the /?/Vr/,— in mournfal 

. As undertaker»-p*-walk -before the hcarfe, 
. Whofc doleful march may ftrike the hardened mmd. 

And wake its feelings— for thejdead — behind. 
^' No fmuggled, pilfer'd fcenes from France we fhew, 

'Tis EngliJhr-'EnghJh^ firs ! from top to toe. 

* Our hero is a youth— by fate defignM •^ 
. For (ulUrgfimpks^-^MX. whofe flage-ftruck mind C 
y Nor fate could r«/f, nor his indeniurts bind. 3 

A Place there is where fuch young fixates meet, ^ 

^Tis caird.iheSpouTiNG-CLUB ; — a glorious treat! > 
- Where prentic'd .kings— alarm tht? gaping ftreet I 3 
» There BMitus ftarts and ftares by midnight taper, 

Who all the i^ay enafts^-a 'woollen- tiraper^ 
' There 'HamUt\ Ghoft ftalks forth with doubl'd fift; 
•i^ Cries out with hollow voice— Z.r/?, lifl, O lifi. 

And frightens Vmmark^s prince — a young ToBacc^nifi, 
'^The Spirit too, clear*d from his deadly white, 
\','SC\{ts—2i IlaUrdtiJher to the (ight! 
•:Not young -<^//or«/Vj— have this rage withftood, 
^•But change , their .P^/w for XRtJNCHEONSy Ink for 
jBloop, 

And (Jlrange rcverfe) die for their Country's good. 

• Thro' all the Town this folly you may trace; 
;. Myfelf am witnefs- 'tis a coounon cafe 

J've farther proof?, could ye but think I wrong ye, 
^* ■ Look round— you'll find fome fpouting yoatbs 

I among ye, 
^ Ye ftage-flruck havocs, ^Jeuk^ Dick, Tom, Will, 
•.Who hold the balance, or who gild the pill; 
^And y u, who to the Ladies make your court. 

And wh le you fimper clip an inch too (hort, 
i^P^iit not the fubllance for an empty (hade, 
>k^^ to the Rule of Three, and mind your trade ; 
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Bat hark ! I'm call'd, * ^be warnM by what yoa fee» 
Oh ! fpout DO more z^Fantvil/f remintbtr mi. 

■■ ■■■^ 

EPILOGUE: 

T a 

K A R R A R O & S Ai- 

W*ITTEM BY MR. G A R R I C K. 

Spoken by Mr. Wooi>ward^ 
• Im ibi Cbaraaer of a Jkt GBN'CLBMA.ir. 
Enter -^Speakin^ to tbt pnfh nuithout. 

TT) S H A W 1 damn your Epilogue — and hold ywnr** 
'jL Dongnc— — 

^all we ofirank be told what'a ^ightind wrong ; 
^Had you ten. EjHlqgnes you (hou'd not ijjMak 'ein» 
iSio' had writ *em all in linguum grecom, 
IV do't b)p idl the Gods !-*(yott muft excufe nie>^ ' 
Tho' author, a£lors» audience,, all abufe me ! 

^0 the Audience. 
Behold ftlgenticmaa!— -and that^s enotigh \ 
Laugh if you pleafe— I'll cake a pinch of fnaiF! 
] come to tell you — (let it not furprile you) 
Thftt I'm a wit — and worthy to advife you— • 
How could you fuller that fame cottairy booby. 
That pro-logue fpeaking favagc,— that great looby. 
To talk his nonienfe ? — ^give me leave to Ay 
Twas low — damn*d low !— but fave the feilow's play-r-^^ 
Let the poor devil eat — allow him that, 
And give a meal to Miofttr, Motif and Cat: 
B»>t why attack the fafliions ?-— fcnfclcfs rogue l-*^ - 
We have no joys but what refuit from vogue. 
The mode ihou'd all controul— nay, cv*ry paflion^- 
Senfe, appetite and all, give way to falhton ; 
I hate as much as he, a TurtU'/tmfif 
But 'till the prefent TurtU-rskge has ceas'd, 
I'd ride a hundred miles to make myfeif abeaft» 
I have no ears,— yet op'ras I adore I 
Always prepared to dU-^toJltep — no more i 
• The warning-bell rings, 

1 3 TV.'t 
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Th« ladles too were carp'd at, and their drefs. 
He wants 'em all rufPd up like good queen Bess ! 
They are, f'oifooth, too much expo:»'d and free ; 
Were more exposed, no ill ciFeds Luc ; 
For more or Ids, 'tis all the Taine to kie, 
For gaming too, was maul'd among ilie reft. 
That precious cordial to a hJ^^h-liie breall! 
"When thoughts arife, I always game, or drink. 
An Enghjh gentleman (kcu'J never think,—— 
The reaion's plain, which ^s^ry foul mi^ht hit on— 
What trims a Frenchman^ cver/its a Briton ; 
In u& retiexion breeds a fcber fadneis. 
Which always ends in politics or madnefi : 
I t|iereforc now propofc — by your command^ 
TJiat Tragedies no more ihatl cloud this land ; 
Send o'er your Sbake/pear*s to the Tons of Frana, 
Let tbtm grow grave— Let us begin to dance ! 
Banilh your gloomy fcenes to foreign climes, 
Referve alone to blefs thefe golden times 
A Farce or two— and fVoodnAjard^ Pantomimes 1 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

C R E U S A, 

Spoken by Mr. Ross. 

PROLOGUES of old, the learn'd in language fay,. 
Were merely introductions to the play, 
Spoken by gods, or ghofts, or men who knew 
Wh«te*er was previous to the fcenes in view ; . 
And complaifantly came to lay before ye 
The federal heads and windings of the ftory. 

But modern* times and Britijh rules are fuch. 
Our bards beforehand mult not tell too much ; 
Nor dare we, like the neighboring Frencby admit 
Ev*n confidants,, whormight inft^rud the pit. 
By aflcing queftions of the leading few, 
And hearing fecrets, which before they knew. 

Yet what we. can to help this antique piece 
We willattempt.T'Our /ceae to-night: is Greece. 

And», 
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JWd, by- the Magic of the poet's rod. 
This ftagc the temple of the Delphic goJ ! 
Where kings, and chiefs, and iages came of oId» - 
Like modern fools, to have their fortunes told ; 
And monarcbs were enthron'd, or nations freed,.-- 
As an old prieli, or witherM maid decreed. 
Yet think not all were equally deceived, 
Sofne knew, more doubted, many more believ*d* 
Iir (hortthcfe oracles and ^witching rhimcs 
Were but the pious frauds- of ancient times ; 
Wifely contriv'd to kccpi mankind in awe. 
When faith was wonder, and religion law f 

Thus much.premisM, to every feelkig bread 
We leave the fccnes themfelves to tell the reft. 

7— Yet fometking fure was to the critics faidy 
Which I iotgtx^ — fomc invocation made ! 

Ye critic hands, like jealous guardians, placM 
To watch th' encroachments on the realms of ta le, • 
'From yeu our author would two boons obtain, 
Not wholly drfident, nor wholly vain : 
Two things he a(ks ; 'tis modeil fure, for yoa ^ 
Who can do aH things, to requsi bu; two : 
Firft to his fcene4 a kind attention pay. 
Then judge !— ^ith candor judge— and we obw*y« 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

1f^ I R' G I N I A, 

WRITTEK AND SPOKEN BY MR. OARRICiC. 

PROLOGUES, like compliments are lo^s of time, 
Tis penning bows, and making legs in rh/m« ; 
Tis cringingiax tRe door wich fimp'ring grin. 
When we (hould Uiew the company within 
So thinks our bard, who ft iff* in claUk knowledge, 
Prcferves too much the buckram of the college - 

Lord, Sir, faid I an audience mufl be woo'd, 
And, lady like, with flattery puri'u'd. 
They naUfeate fellows, that arc blunt, and rude. 

I 4 ^kM^VkSiV^ 
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/.u!.^- ^"hoL-.lJ i:arn to CaP'-c c.s v,\ il .13 writ' 
Dam^ r., .i.y time of life ! Z utuis -what a fight / 
Grown gcr.tlemen ('tis advcrtisM) do learn by night 
Tour moiitrn prologues^ and fuel "johitrs as thffe-^ 
The Greeh ne'er kneiv — turny tur.v to Sophocles— 

1 read no Greek, Sir, — when I was at Tchool, 
Tbrbnce had prologues— Terence was no fool : 
He bad y but <why F (reply'd the bard in rage) 
Exotics f moufierSf bad pofjefs'd tUfiage, 
But *we baue ncne in this enlightened age / 
Tour Britcns noau from Gallery to Pity 
Can relifb nought y but fitrlingy attic -wit : 

Herff take my /Jay, I meant tt for infruQion^ ^ 

If rhymes -are 10 anting for its intioduSHon, > • 

£V« let that nonfenfe be your civn produ3ion. \-- 

Off went the Poet — It is now expedient, 

2 fpeak as manager, and your obedient— 
i as your cat'rer, would provide you diihet^ 

D- efs'd to your palates, leafon'd to your wi(her--« 
Say but your tjrM with boilM and roaft at home, . 
We too can fend for niceties from Rome : 
To pleafe your tade will fpare not pains nor aioney, 
Difcard Sirloins, and get you Maccaroni, 
Whate'er new Gufle for a time may reign, 
Skakbspear and BeefmM^ have their turn again—* 

If novelties can pleafe, to-night we've two " 
Tl.o' Enghjh both, yet fpare 'em as they're new— - 
To one at Jeaft your ufual favor (how ■■ 
A female afks it, can a man fay no ? 
Should you indulge our * novice yet unfeen, 
And crown her with your hands a tragic queen ; 
Should you with fmiles a confidence impart. 
To calm thofe fears which fpeak a. felling heart ; : 
Affid each ftraggle of ingenuous ihame 
Which curbs a genius in its road to fame, 
With one wi(h more, her whole ambition ends 
She hopes fome merit: to deferve fuch friends, 

• A new AArcfi; 



SFILOGUS. 



I 



THEATRICAL BOUCLUETt 17$ 
X P I t O G U E 

TO T H E 

C H A N C B S.. 

PERHAPS you, Gentlemen expeA to-dty^ 
The author of thii fag-end of a play. 
According to the modern way of wit^ 
Shou'd Hrive to be before-hand with the pit ^ 
Begin to rail at you, and fubtle to 
Prevent th* affront by giving the &r& blow. 
He wants not precedents, which often fway 
In matters far more weighty than a play : 
Bat he, no grave admirer of a rule. 
Won't by example learn to play the fool. 
The end of plays (hould be to entertain. 
And not to keep the auditors in pa>n. 
Giving our price, and for what tra(h we plfeafe. 
He thinks the play being done, you fhouM have eafe^ ' 
No witi no feni'e, no freedom and a box. 
Is much like paying money for the flocks* 
Pefidcs, the author dreads the ilrut and mien 
Of new-prais'd poets, having often feen 
Some of his fellows, who bav^ writ before, 
When Nil has dancM her jig, ftcal to the door. 
Hear the pit clip, and with conceit of that. 
Swell and bilicvc themfelves the Lord knows what,. 
Moft writers novv-a days are grown fo vain. 
That once approv'd, tliey write, andvvritc again, 
'Till they have writ iiw;;y the fame they got,. 
Our friend this way of writing fancies not. 
And hopes you will not tempt him with your praife. 
To rank hirofelf with fome that write new plays.. 
For he knows ways enough to Lc undone, 
Without the help of poetry for one. 
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O0R I, tofsM op and d^wn from (hore to fiiorc, 
Sick, wet and weary, will to kz. no more; 
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Yet 'lis feme co?rfcrt, tho' J quit the trade, •> - 

That this laft Viiya^e with fuccefs is made, >- 

The fhip full lacen, and the freight all pay'd. ^^ 

Since then for reafons I the llagc give o*ct, 

And for your fakes— write tragedies no more : 

Some other fchemes, of courfe, pofllfs my brain, 

for he who once has eat, — mud eat aoain. 

And left this lairk, this melancholy phi/, 

Should grow more. lank, more difmal than it is; 

A fchemc I have in hand will make you ft are ! 

Tho' off the ftage I aill mull be the play V. 

Stilhmuft I follow the theatric plan, ^ 

Exert my comic powers, draw all 1 can, V 

And to each gueil appear a dlfr'jent man, 

I (like my liquors) mud er.ch p^;latc hit 

Hake with the wild, le Ibber with :he c:t. 

Nay fometimcs a^ nTy leall bec-min;; part — the 

"With politicians I mull rod— -fcem full — 

And aft my bef> bcccn.ing prrt— the dull. 

My phn is this — man's for.n'd a fecial creature. 

Requiring converfc by the laws of nature ; 

And as the moon cjin raifc the fwclling flood, V 

Or as the mind is influenced by the blood, c' 

So — do I make myfelf well undcrllood. **' 

I'm puzzled faith— let us like Bayes agree it. 

You'll know my plot much better when yoa fee it- 

fiiU truce with jefting, let me now import 
The warm o'crflj.-win^ii of a grateful heart ; 
Come good, con.ebad, while life or mem 'ry laft^.. 
My mind ihall treafure up your favours pad : 
And might one added boon encrcafe the (lore. 
With much Icfs forrow ihould I quit this fliore y. 
To mine, as vou have been to me, prove kindj 
£iOteft.thcpkdge siy fondnels leaTC£«.behiDd ; . 

Tai 
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To you her guardians, I rcflgn my care. 
Let her with others your indulgence (hare ; 
Whate'er my- fate ; if this my wifh prevails, 
^will glad the Father, tho' the Schemist fails. 



E P I L O Gr U E 

TO TBE 

ROMANCE OF AN HOUR* - 

WRITTEN BY MR. KELLY. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bulk ley. 

SOMEBODY fays, but I forgfoc his name. 
That howe'er faults or follies we may biime, • 
We're all in turn, tho' all extremely wife, 
The very things we laugh at, or delpife^— ^ 
The bold fox-hunter jull come up tj town. 
From—** ToiJts, hark forward,*' lovss to feem a clown. 
Thro* pride, tears up politenefs by the roots — 
Ne*er combs Iiis hair— and vifits you in boots 
Milkfops alone, he thinks tlioir forms ihoaM deck. 
And fcorns the man that fcurs to break a neck 
In three Tnonth's time, how alter* J 15 hh note, 
His head's all wings, or bak'd in papi'otte— — - 
The honell buckfkin wiiich once cljir'd the ditches, 
Oar modern Nimrod turns to fattln brccc'iei. 
And grown half female, wond'rous to relate 1 
He fcrcnms in fitlmbcr at a five bar'd gate. 

The city buck, accuflomM long to bruifey 
Who fwears at France, and damns all- «* parley- voosj'* 
If but one week from M^irijjatc bd a: ino:l. 
To fwill and fiiiuggle en the Flemi4h coall, 
Retarning bavvls in cvVy dowJy's face— 
•• Comment charmance, quelle raviira.it grace 1" 

[S^oien in ihe EngUJh accent • 
And in due courfe from Ald^ate to tlie St.au J, 
Raves of a cotitllocn, and cUimand. 

Monficur, indeed, with cockney is quite ev:n, 
Tho' mu( .1 to joke upon this nation given — — 
He calls a Briton — ** Barbarc, Unbelief!" 
Vet leaves his frogs with xapture for roA^l beef ^ 

16 Ktv\ 
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And finds a ready fortune to be made is. 
In rouge for men,- and perriwigs for ladies* 
At foul corruption, Surly tears his throat- 
He fcorns to give a (hilling for a vote; 
But mark the riot of the county round. 
And cvtry voice has coft him twenty pound. 
There fome, who tninkour liberties divine. 
Will eat tbem thro*, in turkey, or in chine^* 
And other's, while at venal tools they rail. 
Drown their poor country in a butt of ale. 

But while cur bards thefe gen'ral faults n»ake knowa^^. 
Pray let tht m hear a little of their own. 
How many Authors of our modern (lage, 
Affedl to rife the wonders of their age. 
By bare tranflations from Moliere, Corncillej 
Racine, and numbers needlefb here to tell — 
Yet each a jackdaw, drefl in foreign plumes, , 
On his own beauty faucily prefumes ; 
Looks on the parent bird with haughty eyes. 
From whom entirely he purloinM his dyes ; 
Or folely tells us when he comes to print, 
Tho' all is Jtoleih-^Ht borroijod but a hint'^^ • 
Ah that thefe dawe were fortunately toll on 
Thy coafls Conne^icut, or thine O BoHon ! 
Their nobleft flights thou might'ft for ever mar. 
And fpoil their feathers with a little tar. — 

Whether by policy or juftice led, 
A diff'rent path our Author means to tread ; 
And tho* a petty dealer, will not fell 
As his own goods, a thought of Marmontel— 
The timid Zblida you faw to-night. 
In that great mafler firft beheld the light ; 
And if you hail her now dramatic morn, 
riLeverblefs the moment ihs was born. 
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THEATRICAL BOUQ^UET. iftg. 
PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

MAN OF BUSINESS*. 

Spokcn by Mr. Woodward. 

Enitr as an Jutbor *wUb a Manu/cripi. 

SEE here, good folks, how- genius is abas'd! 
A Play of mine ! the Manager refas'd ! 
And why ? — I knew the reafon well enottgh--*i 
Only to introduce his own damn'd flaF. 
Oh 1 he's an arrogant, insidious elf, 
Who hates all wit, and has no wit himfelf ! 
As to the plays on which he builds his fame» 
Boafting your praife, njoe all Anonu ivbtnct tbij camu 
Crown him with ivy, leaft of Brentford kings ! 
•For dill, like ivy, round fomc oak he clings. 
Plays you have damn'd, their Authors yet unkoowo^ . 
Trufl me, good people, thofe were all his own* 
If his lame Genius ever flood the teft,r 
*Twas but a crotch'd noun-adjcaivc at bed ; 
Or rather explttivi, whofe weak pretence 
. Occupies fpace, but adds not to the fenfe. 
His Lady-MoTe, tho' puling, wan, and thin, . 
With Green-Room caudle all in date lies-in; 
His brats fo rlckettv, 'tis flill their curfe 
To be fwath'd, fwaddled, and pat out to nurfe ; 
Brought up on playhoufe pap, they waule and cry, . 
Crawl on the flage, or in convulfions die. 

His play to night, like all he ever wrote, ■ 
U pie-ball'd, piec'd, and paKh'd, like jofeph*t Coa(|^; 
Made up of flireds from Plautus and Corneil]e> 
Terence, Moliere, Voltaire, and Marmontel, 
With rags from ^fty others I might mention. 
Which proves him dull and barren of invemion : 
But (hall his nonfenfe hold the place of fenfe ? . 
No, Damn him 1 Damn him, in your own defence !1: 
Elfe on your mercy will the Dwarf prefume. 
Nor e*er give Giant Genius elbow>room. 

Now, now, my friends, we've brought him to the ftake; . 
Baithiml and tb/cup- perhaps^ tome fport hc'U makc« 
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JVc lin'd the houfc in front, above, below ; 

Friends, like dried figs, (luck clofe in every row"t 

Some wits in ambufli, in the gallery fit ; 

Some form a critick phalanx in the pic ^- 

Sbftic fcatter'd forces their fhri^U catcalls play, 

And ftrike the Tiny Scribbler with ditmay. 

On then roy hearts ! charge ! fire ! your triumph's ccrta'iT 

O'er his weak battery from behind the curtain ! 

To-morrow's Chronicle your deeds fliall boalt, 

And loud 7e Deams fill -the Morning Po((. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

ALBUMAZAR. 

Spoken by Mr. K i k g« 

At the Rrvi'ual in I773« 

QrlNCE your old taftc for laughing is come baclr,. > 

1^ And you have drop'd the melancholy pack 

Of tragi-comic-rentimental matter, 

Kefolving to laugh more, and be the fatter, 

We bring a piece drawn from our ancient (lore. 

Which made old Engliih fides with laughing fore* 

Some fmilcs from Tovy LuMpAin, if you fpare, 

I^t Trimalo of Tot nam have his (hare. 

Tho' thieves there are. Justice herfelfwiil own^ 

No fcene to hurt your morals »will be (hovvn. 

Each After mufe a fep'rate (hop fliould keep, 

Comtdy to laugh, Tragedy to weep, 

And Jentimental laudanum to make you (leep. 

I'H'tcll you what, good folks, if you don't jell. 

But dafp the gigling goddefs to your brcaft j 

Let but the comic mufe enjoy your favour. 

We'll furni(h.ftufF to make you laugh for ever! 

Do laugh, pray laugh — 'tis your beft cure when ill. 

The grand fpecifick, univcrfal pill I 

What would r give to fet the tide a-going, • . 

A fpring-tidc in your heart with joy o'erflowrng^l * - 

No fuperficial (kin-deep mirth — all fr^mwithin— - 

Daugh till your jaws ach— 'till you crack your (kin ; 

The EngHflitroly laugh — your Frcnchmca only grin. 

iuliaiuk-' 
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Kalians fncer, Dutch gr«ot, and German features 

Smirk thus— you only laugh like human creatures. 

Who has not laughter in his foul's a wretch, 

And fit for trcafon, flratagems. Jack Ketch I 

Your meagre hollow eye (peaks fpleen and vapors^ . 

And (labs with pen and ink, in daily papers. 

But the round cit, in venTon to the knuckles,' 

He is no plotter, but eats, drinks, and chuckles; . 

When late to /entimentab ycu were kind, 

I thought poor / njjas nuhfftUd Jown the nxjind^ * 

7o prev at fortum ! — O, farcwel to fan. 

Said I, and took a (hop at IJlington* 

To fay the truth — I'm not preparM as yet 

To dance the wire, or throw a fomerfet ; 

In (hort, if at a pun you would not grumble. 

When I can't make yoolaugh— I needs rauft tumllei 

Shew you are fond of Wrth— at oncereftore us. 

And burd with me in one grand laughing chorus T ^ 

True comedy reigns (till — I fee it plain ; 

Huzza! we now (hall live and laugh again ! 

l^Exit huzzaing anil Uugbing^ 



Mr, G A.R R I C K's 
ADDRESS TO THE TOWN, 

In the Cbara^hr of the Busy Bodt, 

SI N C E my good friends, tho' late, are pleas'd: 
at laft, 
I. bear with patienceall my fufPrings pad ; 
To you who faw my fufPrings, it is clear, ^ 
I bought my fecrcts moil confounded dear. 
To any gentleman- not over nice, 
ni fell 'em all again, and at half-price. 
Wou'd I had been asiong you— for, no 'doubt. 
You a!l have fecrets, cou'd I find them out. 
Each has a fecret fitted to his fancy ; 
M/ friends above there-^honell John and Nanrj ;- 
How well their fecrets with their pafTions fuit. 
Hearts full of love, and pockets full of fruit ^^ 
Each jolly failorthus his miftrcfs grapples, 
'Siiey look^.and laugh, aad lovCt aacl^eat dieu ^^^U%; 
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So good or wife this precious town is growiog ; 
There's fcarce a fecret here that's worth the knowing $ , 
Nay, where a hungry mind expeds a feafl 
'Mongft politicians— it will get the leaft. 
They promife much— feem full— ftare, nod, and poot,^/:. 
But tap *em, and the devil a drop comes out. 
In fhort, rii give this bufy bufinefs over, 
Where much is felt, and little to difcover ; 
But ihould the ladies wifh, or want t*employ mr, 
I fhou'd be proud and pleas'd if they would try m?. 
To manage meetings, or to flip a letter. 
There's no Fnncb milliner can do it better. 
As for the Genilemen— the Rake, or Beaa ' ■ - 
I wou'd not give them that— for all they know : 
Indeed, for fccrets there are none excel *em ; 
But then they make 'em, and when made they tell 'em*. - 
There is one fecret Itill remainirbehind. 
Whichever did, and will diflra^the mind— — • 
I'd give up all for that— nay, Hx for ever. 
To find the fecret— to deferve your favour. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

H E C U B A, 

WRITTEN BY MR. G A R R I C K, 

Spoken by Miss. Bridb. 

^TRIP'D of my tragic weeds and rais'd from death, . 
^ In freedom's lahd, again, I draw my breath : 
Though late a Trojan ghoft, in CJbaron^s ferry ; 
I'm now an Englifh girl, alive and merry ! 

Hey prefto ! — I'm in GrautL makdcn flaio. 

How— flranger flill — a maid— in Drury Law, 

No more by barb'rous men and laws confined, 
I claim my native rights— to fpeak my mind. 
Though pouring pedants fhould applaud this piece,.. . 
Behold a champion— foe profeft DtGreicif 
I throw my gauntlet to the critic race : 

[ Throws down her Mv49» 
Gome fortlv bold Grscians ! meet me face to fiicef 
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Come forth, ye men of learning, at my call I 
Learning ! a little feeling's worth it all ! 
And yoa of tafle and famion I defy I 

Bat hold j70« hate the Greek as well as I ; 

Then let us join our force, and boldly fpeak. 

That Englifh— every thing furpafles Grreek* 

Kill a young virgin, to rend unable ! 

Kill her like houfe Iamb, for a elead man's table ! 

Well may you tremble, ladies, and look pale ! 

Do not you (hudder> parents, at this tale ? 

Ifou facrificea daughter now and then 

To rich, old, wither'd, half departed men : 

With us, there's no compulfive danfe, that caa 

Make a live girl, to wed a quite dead man. 

Had I been wedded to fome anciem king ! 

I mean a Graecian— <incient ! not the thing i 

Then had our bard made ample reparation I 

Then had you feen a Graecian coroiuiiion / 

Sneer not ye critics, at this rage for fliow 

That honeft hearts at coronations glow ! 

Nor fnarl, that our faint copies glad their tyti^ 

When from the thing itfelf fuch bleffings rife. 



PROLOGUE 

T O T H B 

AUTHOR, 

WftITT£N AND SPOKEN BY MR« FOOTE* 

SEVERE their taflc, who in this critic age. 
With freih materials furnifh out the ftage !. 
Not that our fathers drain'd the comic ilore i 
Frefli charadlers fpring up as heretofore— 
Nature does dill with novelty abound ; 
On ev'ry fide frefh follies may be found. 
But then the lafte of ev'ry gucft to hit. 
To pleafe at once the GaU'ries, Boxes, pit ; . 
Requires at leall— no common /hare of wit, 

I'hofe who adorn the orb of higher life 
Demand the lively rake, or modilh wife; 



? 
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Whilft they, who in a lower circle move. 
Yawn at their wit, and flumber at their Jove;* 
If light low mirth employs the comic fcenc. 
Such mirth as drives from vulgar minds the fpleen ; . 
The poli&'d critic damns the wretched fluff. 
And QTitSf'^^tnxould plea/e theOaWrie^ 'iv^ll i/toughi, ' 
Such jarring judgments who can reconcile i 
Since fops will frpwn where humWe traders- (mile^ 

To da(h the poet's ineffectual claim, - 
And quench his thirll for univerfal fame. 
The Grecian fabulifl, in moral lay, 
Has thus addrefs'd the writers of his day« 
Once on a time, a fon and die^ we're told, 
(The flripling tender, and the father old) 
Purchased a Jack-Afi at a country fair. 
To eafe their limbs, and hawk about their warr;f 
But as the flnggifh animal was weak*. 
They fearM if both ihould mount, his back woold breath 
Up gets the boy, the father leads the aff, 
And thro* the gazing crowd attempts to pad; 
Forth from the throng the grey-beards hobble oor» . 
And hail the Cavalcade with feelle (hoot. - 
This the refpeQ tore'v*rend agejoujhomf f 
And this the duty ycu to Parentt o*wef 
He heats the doof^ and ycu are Jet afiide ; 
Sirrah / get donun^ and let your Father 'iud€. ^ 
As Grecian lads were felJom void of grace, - 
The decent, duteous youth, refigu'd his place. 
Then a freih murmur through the rabble ran, 
Boys, girls. Wives, widows, all attack the roan./ 
Burt nemer nuas' brute beaji fo 'void of nature / 
Have yen no pity for the pvetty cream ^ e ? 
9*0 your o*wn haoy canycu he j^kitid f . 

Hire — Suck, Bill, Betty — put the child hehinff. 
Old Dimple next the Clown*s compaffion claim'd ^ t 
^T// 'wonderment thefe boobies been't afi>nm*d: 
Tnvo at a time upon a poor dumb beaft ! 
^hey might as fwetl bafve carr/d him at \eaft. 
The pair, dill pliant to the partial voice, 
Difmounc and bear the afs— Then what a nolfc ! "^ 
Huzza, load laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke, 
Erom the yet iilent fire tbefe words provoke. . 
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Broceed my boy^ nor bet d their farther call. 
Vain his attempts <who Jirives to pleafe them all. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SCHOOL FOR lovers; 

SPOKEN BY MR, GARRICK, 

^UCCESS makes people vain,— the maxim's' true> 

1^ We all confefs it, and not over new* 

The verieil down^ who flumps along the Greets, 

Abd dolFs bis hat to -each grave cit he meets* 

Some twelve months hence bedaub.'d with livery lace^. 

Shall thrufl his faucy flambeaax in your face. 

Not fo our bard»— tho' twice your kind spplanfe * 
Has, on this fickle fpot, efpous'd his canfe : 
He owns^ with gratitude, tb' obliging debt ; - 
Has twice been favoured aod is modell yet. 

Your giant wits, like thofe of old, may climb 
Olympus high, and flep.o'er fpaceand time; 
Nay ilride, with feven leagu'd boots, from fhore to (horci^ 
And, nobly by tranfgreffing, charm ye more. 
Alas ! our author dares not laugh at fchpols— — 
Vain fenfe confines his humbler mufe to rules : 
He fliifis no fcenes !— but here I ftop'd him fliort— 
Not change your fcenes ! faid I,— I'm forry for't : 
My conilant friends above, around, below. 
Have Englifh tailes, and love both change and Aiow« 
Without fuch aids — ev'n Shake/peart would be flat. 
Our crowded pantomimes are proofs of that. 
What eager tranfport ftares from every eye. 
When pnllies rattle, and our Genii fly ! 
When tin cafcades like falling water gleam. 
Or through the canvas — burfls the real flream i^ 
While thirfly IJltngten laments in vain 
Half her New River roilM to Drury Lane* 

Lord, Sir, faid I, for boxes, gallery, pit, 
1*11 back my harlcqu'a againft your wit . ■ 
Y.et lliil the author, anxious for his.pla)f, . 
SJu>ok his wiie head — what will the critics fay ? 

Ail 
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As uAwl Sir, — abufe you all they can— — 
And what the ladies— he's a charming man; 
A charming piece ! — one fcarce knows what it means ; 
Alt that's no matter where there's fticfa fw ee t fceu e s !. 
Still he perfifts, — and let him^/ff/r/«tfir/— — 
I knew your taftes, and will indulge them too. 
Change you (hall have, fa fet your hearts at cafe r 
Write as ht will, we'll adl it as yon pleafe. 



PROLOG UrE 

T O TH B 

CI T r 2 E N* 

WRITTEN BY A, MTJltPHT, i%<^ 

And rpoicen b/ Mr. Oaiiii£r« 

SOME ilranjre caprice for evtrrale^ (!be*ftage^ 
And this we call the Pfoiogue-fpOiletngagt; . 
Without a Prologue nottiing can be dime. 
So dearly you all love a little fstm ; 
To tame this rage, in vam wc often try 
The niceft art^^Prologtee ftill Yon cry I 

And yet our bard<^bards wthl be IHt! aiMM t 
Comes without one preliminary word ; 
He's quite forgot his Prclogne— }Tt be qviet^v^ 
My honeft friends above — yon need not riot ; 
You'll have yonr penny-worth to appeafe theflarflt f 
You fee I come in black-^-the ufaal form ! 
I bow, I fmile around,— obferve mc, pray, 

TV /i&f Gaffirrfff ' 
(Bows to the Boxes) A n't that as well as ought tbefe Poets 

fay ? 
Thie Pit comes mcxt— but how yoar tafte to hit I 
•^You are the fov'rcign arbiters of wit. — r- 
You have the— Oh !*~natore — paffion— art. 
Wit, judgment, humour, ev'ry critic part ; 
.rioi, fituation, Shakefpeare, Johnfon, Rowfr, p 

Feaumont and Fletcher, — very 'high !— damn'd low ! > 
Take all amongfl ye9«»»aU is ypur's, you know. .. b 

Amd 
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And now tht? Gnllery,— there I fliould be witty ; 
What fivA't i fay ? — no hint,— Oh, ay, the city— 
Atu:rniv^6,--Mi- liners,— the tender fqaeeze, 
f^oii )ii>:iir.:r e]hows»— and ]ove^kindiing knee3, 
/...l-.od — you take, me right-— fo word it at you^ 
p;.:a:e. 
•' 'i o you, ye Goi/s, {to the upftr Gallery) I make my 
Jaft appeal," 
Or mark our merit,— or our crimes conceal. 
And now, I think, I've made a Prologue— no! 
. 1 dill fhould bid you feme compaiEon (hew 
To ^tf^'fj within,— yonder he trembles— Ok! 
It tender pity e'er your heart inclinej, 
{JViphg bis eyes) ^T\ax^\}X do full as well as twenty 

lines. 
You've had a Prolog ae now, you needs muft fay. 
And {o I hope you'll kindly hear the play. ' 

Going efft reiumu 
-One thing I had forgot,— this night appears 
A fair adventurer^, full of doubts and fears. 
If genius prompts her, and not vain defirc, 
*Tis yours to fan each fpark of ftruggling fire. 
I fee you fmile,^relax'd are critic laws. 
Her years and form conjoin'd will plead her caufe. 
And dawning merit meet with fure applaufe* 



} 
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PROLOGUE 

T O THE 

EARL OF WARWICK. 

WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN, 

C E V B R E each poet's lot : but fure moft hard 

Is the condition of the playhoufc. bard : 
Doom'd to hear all that would-be critic's talk. 
And in the go-cart of doll rules to walk! 

" Yet author* multiply," you fay. 'Tis true. 
But what a num'rous crop of critics too ! 
Scholars «lonc, of old durft judge and write. 
But now eactjournalift turns ftagyritc. 

*«.Mifii Uiot. 
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^intillioHsin each cofFcc-houfc yoa meet. 
And many a Longinus walks the flreet. 

In Sbake/peare's days, when his advent'rons mtt(r» 
A mufc of fire ; durft each bold licence ufc. 
Her noble ardour met no critic's phlegm. 
To check wild fancy, or her flights condemn : 
Jriels and Calibans unblam'd flie drew. 
Or goblin?, ghofts, and witches brought to view. 
If to hiftoric truth (he (hap'd her verfe, 
A nation's annals freely fhe'd rehearfe ; 
Bring Rome*Sf or England' t ftory on the ftagc. 
And run, in three fhort hours, through half an age. 
Oar bard, til terror ftruck, and fillM with dread. 
In Sbake/peare*% awful footfteps dares not tread. 
Through the wild field of hift'ry fears to ftray, 
And builds, upon one narrow fpot, his play ; 
Steps not from realm to realm, whole Teas betweea* 

^ut barely changes twice or thrice his fcene, 

While Sbakf/pean vaults on the poetic wire. 

And pleas*d fpe£lators fearfully admire, 

Onr bard, a critic pole between his hands. 

On the tight rope, fcarce balanced, trembling *ftand»; 

Slowly and cautioufly his way he makes. 

And fears to fall at evVy (lep he takes : 

While then fierce fFarivici he before you brings. 

That fetter-up and puller-down of kin^s. 

With Britijh candour diflipate his fear 1 

An EngUjh ftory fits an Englijh ear. 

Though harfli and crude you deem his firft c/Tay, 

A fecond may your favours well repay ; 

Applaufe mayncFve his wcHt^ and chear hie heart. 

And teach this pradice oi this dangVous art. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

LOVE MAKES A MAN- 
OR, THB 
FOP'S FORTU NE. 

SINCE plays are but a kind of publick feafli. 
Where tickeu only make the -welcome gaefts ; 

Methiokf, 



I 
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TvTet'-iri'S ii'llrad oF grace, we f.ioulJ prepare, 
"Vou: tv.ilcb 'la Pi.i.iue, \vi:.i yCiir bill of fare, 

• When you foreknow each courl'e, the' this may teazeyoUy 
•Tis five to one, but one o'th* five may pleafe you. 

"Firft, for you critics, we've your dailiog chear. 
Faults without number, more than {tvi^Q can bear* 
You're certain to be pleasM where errors arc. 
From your difpleafure, I dare vouch we're fafe; 
.You never frown, bat where your neighbours laugh. 
.Now, you that never know whatfpleen or hate is, 
.Who for an a£t or two, are welcome Graiis^ 
*^That tjp the wink, and fo fneak out with nunquam Jilts 
For your fmart tafles we've tofs'd you up a fop, 

• We hope the ncweft that's of late come up ; 
The fool, beau, wit, and rake, fo mixt he carries. 
He feems a kagou, piping hot from Paris, 
But for the fofter fcx, whom moft we'd move, 

^We've what the fair and cbaQe were focm'd for, Levi* 
An ardefs paffion, fraught with hopes and fears, 
^nd nearefl happy, when it moH defpairs. 
For mafks, Ave've fcandal, and for beans., French ain< 
/To pleafe all talles, we'll do the beft we can ; 

. For the galleries,- we.'ve Dickey and Wili PenketbmoH. 

J>Jow, firs, you're welcome, and you know your fare 
But pray, in charity, xhe founder fpare. 
Left you deflroy at once, the poet and the player. 



} 



PftOLOGU E, 

TO THE 

L A D Y's L A S T STAKE: 

OR, THE 

WIFE'S RESENTMENT. 

vQINCE plays are but the mirrors of our lives, ^ 
<3 And (oon or late mankind are chainM to wivts. 
Since thofedifiblvelefs fetters too, mufl be 
Our greateft happinefs or mifery ; 
What fubjed ought, in rcafon, more to pleafe ye, 

.Than an attempt to make thole chains fit eafy ? 
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Tho* in the noofc fo many fouls fccm curft, 
•Pray who's in fault ?-^For whtn you've faid yoorj 
worft, " 

You all did fed it Jiappinefs— — at firfl. 
Therefore our author drew you once the life 
Of carclefs hufband, and enduring wife, 
Who by her patience (tho' much out of fafliion) 
Retrieved, at lall, her wanderer's inclination. 
Yet fome there are, who flill arraign the play. •% 

At her tame temper fhock'd, as who fliould fay——. C 
The price for a dull hufband, was too much to pay. j 
Had he been llrangled fleeping, who fhou'd hurt ye? 
When fo provok'd-— Revenge had been a virtue. 
Well then— to do his former moral right. 
Or fet fuch meafures in a fairer light, 
He gives you now a wife, he's furc, in fafliioa, 
Whofc wrongs nfe moderate means for reparation. 
No fool that will her life in fufferings wafte, 
-But furious, proud, and infolently chafte; 
Who more in honour jealous, than in love, 
Refolves refcntment ihall her wrongs remove : 
Not to be cheated with his civil face, 
\But fcorns his falfliood, and to prove him bafe, 
Mobb'd up in hack triumphant dogs him to the place.; 
Thefe modifti meafures, we prcfume you'll own. 
Are oft whut wives of gallantry have done; 
But if their confequencc ftiou'd meet the cone 
Of making a piovok'd averfwn worfe. 
Then you his former moral mull albw, • 
Or own the fatire jull he (hews you now. 
Some other follies too, our fcenes prefent. 
Some warn the fair from gaming, when extravagant. 
But when undone, you fee the dreadful flake. 
That hard-prefs'd virtue is reduc'd to make ; 
TJiink not the terrors you behold her in. 
Arc rudely drawn t'expofe what has been feen ; 
But as the friendly muft'a tendereil way. 
To let her dangers warn you from the depth of play 
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E P I L O G U E, 

T O 

A L O N 2 O, 

Spoken by Mrs. Barry, 

TH O* latcly.dcad, a princcfs'and ofSpainp 
1 am no ghoft, bat flefb and blood again I 
No time to change thisdrefs, it is exped&ntp 
I pafs for Britiiht and your moil obedient. 
How happy ladies, for us all — that we^ 
Born in this ifle, by Ma^na Charta free. 
Are not» likeSpanilh wives, kept under lock and : 
The Spaniard now» is not like him of yore, 
V/ho in his whifker'd face, his titles bore ! 
Koir joy nor vengeance made him fmile or grin, 
Fix'd were his 6;<\tarc&, though th^ devil within* 
He, when once jealous, to wafl) out the (lain, 
Stalk'd home, ftabb'd madam, and (lalk'd out again* 
Thanks to the times, this dagger drawing- paffion, 
Thro' polifli*d Europe, is quite out of faihion* 
Signior th' Italian, quick of fight and hearing. 
Once ever lift'ning, and for ever leering. 
To Cara Spofa, no>y politely kind. 
He, bed of hufbands, is both deaf and blind. 
Mynheer the Dutchman, with his fober pace,. 
Whenever he finds his rib has wanted grace. 
He feels no branches fprouting firom his brainj 
Sut calculation makes of lofs and gain ; 
And when to part with her, occafion's ripe. 
Mynheer turns out mine frow, and fmokes his pipe. 
When a brifk Frenchman's wife is giv'n to prancing. 
It never fpoils his (inging or his dancing : 
Madame, you falfe— de tout mon coour-^adieu ; 
Begar yoo coca me, I cocu yon. 
He tonjoors gai, difpels each jealous vapour. 
Takes fnulF, fings vive I'amonr, and cuts a caper* 
As for JoHK Bull— -'•not he in upper life. 
But the plain £nglifhman, who loves his wife. 
When honeft John I fay has got his doubts. 
He fuUeo grows, faatches his head, and poats. 
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•* What is the matter with you, love ? crie^ (h* 

•• Arc you not well, my deareft ! humph ! cries (le. 

•• Ycu*re fuch a bruie! " But Mr. Bull, I've done; 

And if I am a brute, who made me cnc ? 

You know my tenderncfi— my heart's too full. 

And fo's my head 1 thank you Mrs Uull, 

O you bafe man '. — Zounds, madam, there's no bearing. 

She falls a weeping, and he falls a ivvt.iring : 

With teats, and oaths, the florm domcftick cnJs, 

The thunder dies away, the rain defcends. 

She fobs, he aielts, and then they kils and friends* 

AVhatever eafe thefc modern modes may bring, 

A litile jealoufy is no bad thing ; 

To roe, who fpeak from natuie unrcfin'd, 

Jedoufy is the beilows of the mind. 

Touch it but gently, and it warms defire, 

]f handled rou^ihly, you arc all on fire ; 

Ifitftjnds ftill, aile^tion mufl txpirc. 

This truth, no true philofopher can doubt, 

Whatc'cr you do let not the flame go out. 



} 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

S I S T E R. 

WRITTEN BY MR. COLiMAN. 

Spoken by Mrs. Mattocks, 

Til E law of cuftom is the law of foo's — 
And yet the wife aregovcrn'd by her rules. 
Why (hould m^H only Prolcgue all our playSj 
■Gentlemen-uibers to each modern Baiesf 
Why are the fair to Epilogues confin'd, 
Whofe tongues are loud, and gen'ra] as die wind ? . 
Mark how in real life each fex is clafs'd ! 
Woman has t/jgre the/r/? word and the lafi, 

Boaft not your gallant deeds, romantic Qien ! 
To- night a. female Quixote draws the pen. 
Arm'd by the comic mufc, thefc lilts fhe enteri. 
And QxUut forth— In ^oueft of (trange adventures 1 

^ War, 
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War» open war, 'gain ft recreant knights declares, 
Nor giant-vice nor windmill-folly fpares : 
Side-faddles Peeafus, and courts Apollo, 
While I, (you fce!)her female Sancho, follow* 

Ye that in this enchanted caftle fit. 
Dames, fquires, and dark magicians of the pitf 
Smile on our fair knight-errantry to*day. 
And raife no fpells to blaft a female play« 

Oft has our author upon other ground. 
Courted your fmiles, and oft indulgence found. 
Read in the clofet, you approved her page ; 
Yet ftill (he dreads the perils of the ftagc. 
Reader with writer due proportion keeps. 
And if the poet nods the critic fleeps ! 
If lethargied by dullnefs here you fit. 
Sonorous catcalls roufe the fleeping pit. 

Plac'd at the ihrefliold of the weather-houfc, 1 

There (lands a pafteboard hulband and his fpoafe. 
Each doom'd to mark the change* of the weather. 
But ilill— true man and wife i — ne'er feen together. 
When low'ring clouds the face of heav'o deform. 
The mufHed hu(bind (lands and braves the ftorm ; 
But when the fury of the temper's done, 
Break out at once the lady and the fun. 
7'hus oft has man, in cu(lom*s beaten track, i 

Come forth, as doleful Prologue, al! in black 1 
Gloomy prognoftic of the bard's difgrace. 
With omeos of foul feather in his face. 
Trick'd out in filk and fmiles let me appear, • 

And dx as fign of peace, the rainbow here ; 
Raife your compaOion and your mirth together. 
And prove to-day an emblem of fair weather! 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

REGISTER OFFICE. 

fpoken by Mr. King.' 

TH E bard, whofe hopes on Comedy depend, 
Moft drive inftrudion with delight to blen J t 

K 2 ^TcCxX^ 
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^hile he/ who boiuids hU lefsafpiriog viewt 
To Farce^ the comhrujb of the Comic Muie, 
AVith plearantr)r alone may fill the fcene— — 
His bafinefs chieBy thi&i to cure the fpleen ; 
To raifc the penfive mind from gn^vi to g0y^ 
And help to laugh a thoughtful hour away. 

If any quibbling wit diipute my thefis, 
I'd afic the ufe of h^lf our p^Ny piun F 
Nay, Sirs, my qjiedion dill fhall higher c]imli-«» 
fray what's the ufc of /ulUfric*J Pantomime ? 

How does the pleafur'd eye with rapture glance 
When mingling witches join in h^khling dance i 
When wriggling HarUquitif the magic fage, 
Jn hornpipe amble traverfes the flage 1 
When trembling Pierr$i in hla quivering fhlnes ! 
An Oftrich enter&, or a ferpent twines ! 
When htadbft Taylors raife the laughing fir» 
Or flour dredg'd Footmen twirl upon a fpit ! 
But oh L How loud the roar> how dear the ramble. 
When fcaffbldsy mortar- boards, and bricklayers tumble! 
When ClodpMi n>ns« or limps, or quaintly /ears 
From laundrefs.tub his anahapiifi ears ! 
While alUhe wit theAe exhibitions draw 
Is comprehended in the cry— O Laa! 

Our author, in this awful court of Drurj^ 
Submits his caufe to an impartial jury. 
No friendly junto he to-night employs. 
To catch, by J'aw'riog hands, the public voices 
He founds on Britijh candour all his trulh 
£onvinc'd a Britijb audience will be juft. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

G R E C I A K D A U G H T E R^ 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND* 

Spoken by Miis Young E« 

rn E Grecian Daaghter'i complimenta to atl ; 
£tgs that for Epilogue you will not call ; 

For 
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For leering, giggling, woald be out of ieafoiit 
And hopes by me you'll bear a Iktle reafonr 

A father mis'd from death, a nation fav'd, 
A tyrant's crimes by female fpirit brav'd. 
Thai tyrant ftabb'd^ and by her nerveiefs arm. 
While viruie's fpell furrounding guards could charm t 
Can ihe, this facred tumult in her breaft. 
Turn father, freedom, virtue, all to jefi ? 
Wake you, ye fair ones, from your fweet repofe. 
As wanton Zephyrs wake the fleeping rofe; 
Difpel thofe clouds which o'er your eyelids crept. 
Which our wife bard miftook, and fwore you wept. 
Shall ihe to Maccaronieslife redore, 
Who yawn*d, half dead, and curs'd the tragic ion^ 
Difmifs 'em, fmirking, to their nightly haunt. 
Where dice and cards their moor-ftruck minds enchant f 
Some muffled, like the witches in Macitth^ 
Brood o'er the magic circle, pale as death I 
Others, tbi cauldnn go ahoui^^ahut^^ 
And ruin enters as^ the fates ran out I 
Bubble, Bubble, 
Toil and trouble, 
Vaffions bun. 
And bets are do»bl« !. 
Double! double! 
'Toil and tfouble^ 
Paffions burns, 
And all is bubble I 
But jeds apart, for fcandle forms thefc tales^ 
Fallhood, be mute^Iet juftice hold her fcales : 
Britons were ne*er enilavM by evil pow'rs ; ^ 
To peace, and wedded love, they give their mt Jnrght 

hours ; 
From flumberspure no rattling Dice can wa^e 'em t 
Who maki the laws were never known to bn^^txsu 
*Tis falfe, ye fair-whatever fpleen may fay, 
That you down follv's tide are born away \ 
You never wiih at deep diftrefs to foeer ; 
For eyes, tho' bright, are brighter thro' a tear« 

Should it e'er be this nation's wretched fate 
To laugh at all that's good, and wife, and great ; 
Arm'd at all points, let genius take the Eeld, 
And on the flage affli^ed virtue (bield^ 
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Drive from the land each bafe, unworthy paffion, 
lill vir:ue triumph in defpite of fafliion. 

PROLOGUE 

TO 

MISS IN HER TEENS, 

^■"^ O O long has farce, negledling nature*s laws, 
JL Dcbas'd the flage, and wrong'd the comic cavifc ; 

To raife a laugh has been her fole pretence. 

Though dearly purchased at the price of fenfc; 

This child of folly gaii/d increafc with time; 

Fit for the place (uccecded Pantominfic; 

Reviv'd her honours, join'd her motley band, 

^nd fong and low conceit o'er-ran the land* 
More [:en*rous views inform our author's bread; 

From real life his charadlers are dreft ; 

lie fe(ks to trace the paffions of mankind, 

Anf^, while he fpares the pcrfon, paints the mind. 

In pleafing contrafl ho attempts tolhow 

T! e v^p'^ng bully, and tlte fribbling bcaa, 

Coviards alike i ihat full 'of martial airs> 

And this as tender as the filk he wears* 

Proud to divert, not anxious for renown. 

Oft has the bard cfTay'd to p^eafe the town ; 

Your full applaufe out-paid his little art, 

lie boal!s no merit, but a grateful heart ; 

Pron6tince your doom, he^ll patiently fubmif^ 

Ye fov'rcign judges of all works of wit ! 

To you the ore is brought, a lifclefs mafs ! 

You give the Stamp, and then the coin may pafs. 
Now whether judgment prompt you to forgive. 

Whether you bid this trifling offspring live. 

Or wiih a frown (hould fend the iicMy thing 

To fljep whole ages under dulnefs' wing ; 

To your known candour we will always truft j 

Ycu never were, nor can you be unjuft. 



Jt4 Mr, 
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Mr. WOODWARD'S ' 
PROLOGUE 

TO 

EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR^ 

{PerfornCd March 15, 1763, for his Benefit at 
Covent-Garden. 

I T* I S flrangc (cxcufc my gravity) 'tis paiSng ftran^f, 

^ How much this idle world is given to change ! 
The days, the feafons change, and men and women* 
All change their minds— and all that can their Jiiien. 
Let the grave moralift, with curious eye 
Obferve the bufy throng that vend and buy— ^ 
Change, Sir, I mull have change — is all the cry. 
1 he world a meer Change- alley we may call. 
Stars, Aocks, and tides, and a^lors, rife and fall — 
Thu9 1, who late with worfe than tragic face. 
With flirug repentant, and with fad grimace. 
Mod humbly fued you^d take the wand'rer in. 
Am tempted now to more than comic grin ; 
Am forc'd to give thcfc dfeep reflexions birth, 
4nd (hew my wifdom to difguifemy mirth.-*— « 
Truth is^ the ftrange delight your rmiles impart, >• 

Has often rais'd too high my confcious heart; > 

Infpir'd my airs, and fomctim?s— fpoird my part. j 
, Hence has a Giant- Bard^ypu all know who, 
]n lines mod fage, and, as tis faid, mod true. 
Remarked on Woodward's tricks, his ftartsaad whiift«, 
His»twifled features, and his tortur'd limbs, ' 
His wink impertinent, his faucy ftare. 
His grin ridiculous, his carelefs air. 
His more than Idcot-vacancy of face. 
His monkey arts, and mountebank grimace. 
That furrow'd cheeks with untaught laughter filK, 
And make fad crirics fmile againli their will. ' 

Alas, poor wifdom ! doom'd to vile difgrace* 
While antic laughter fits upon her face I 
With grins detetted, and oiurping mirth. 
That make her hate herfelf, and curfe her h'rth*** 
• Vm forry— -but thefe pangs (he mull endufj, 
UnUfs you. force me to apply the cure :. 

K V ^ 
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If yoa indeed (hoald threat to lay the /witch oOf 
I ftrai^ht Oiall own tnyfelf a grave Phyfician ; 
To cure all lameittable mirth profefs. 
Ail griefs phantailical, and droll diflrefs.-— 

This when \veiiQcd — to-night- 1 caniot kag 
Th' extoricd fimpcr, or the ready fneer. 
When all around fuch partial -fmiles I fee* 
And each kind afped feens to beam on ml^— 
Oh ! fhoold your favour haply be mifplac'dt 
Let it» like my imputed errors laft ; 
And inclination kindly take for eafle: 
£o ftall I ilill indulge a grateful heart. 
And feel ancheck'd the pleafbre yoo impart. 

Yet under BobadiKs grave mafqoe to-night 
X*ll hide the antic baubk from your fi^ht, 
in calm compofnre fmokc my Trrnidado, 
And take, for all my ^ults, the bailinado* 



PROLOGUE 

r o 

ATHELSTAN, 

Spoken hj Mft. HoLtAl^D, 

IM TUfi CHARACTER OP 

THK GENIUS OF BRITAIKr 

TO ivara the fons of freedom to he wifir^ 
Lo, Britain'a guardian jemos ^uits the &.m^ 
^ith pity heav'n hath fecn, mo' namy an age, 
The bold invader lurM by ^dion'» rage^ 
Seen the dark workines of rebellion's traia« 
While patriett plan'o, and heroes bled in vain. 
Behold jonr oonntrgr's faithleis foe, once more 
With threai*B»ng fquailrons oowd yon hoflikihoM. 
Behold opprefion^ bloody flag maiarVd ; 
2>ee bolts prepar'dj, to chon the welUfrn world. 
Rife, Britons, rife ! to heav^D tmidvsrttie trae « 
Fxpiring Hbcj^Qr tooks irp to fcm 1 
Pour on the tonmon ioe your mgs eooibiiiM, 
And be the friciids •f fr t e A tm aad aaaakind ( 

N9 
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No more let difcord Briton's peace deftroy ^ 
Nor fpurn thofe bieflings reaibn bids enjoy : 
Ohy weieh thofe bleffiogs in ber eqaai feale Um 
Say,— when did juflice wear a whiter veil ? 
When did religion gentler looks difclofe. 
To blefs her friends^ and pity eWn her foes ? 
A richer harreft when did comnerce reap t 
When rode yoor fleets more dreadful o'er the deep f 
Or when mow bright (hear. Envy ! hear, and own !) • 
Did truth, did honoar beam from Britain's throne ? 

Seize then the happinefs deny'd your foes. 
Nor blindly (corn the^ifts wliich heav'n beftowB ; . 
Gifts, the world's envy! happy Briton's pride 1^ 
For which yoar gen'row :&bers toil'd and dy'd I 
Let anion lift the fword, dired the blow. 
And hurl a naiucm's vngskfct on jCs foe 1 
As your bold cliffs, when tides and tempeflt roar,. 
Fling back the mad'ning^illows from the (hore ; ; 
Qne nead, one heaiv, one Ann, one people, rife ? . 
Nor faH, . divided valour's facrifice ! — 

Bat if, by hope of plY>ad invaiion led, . 
Unaw'd rebellion lift her fory head ; — 
Treafon, attend Inhere view the rebel's fate. 
Nor hope thy arm can (hake a free* born ftate $ ; 
See Uood and horror end what goih began , , 
And tremble at thy woes in Atheiftan^ . 



■ ■«4 i 



P R O li O G U E. 

TO 

Z I N G I S., 
Spoken by Mr. HoLtANl9i« 

TO O much the Greek and Roman .chicSfs engage • 
The mufes care,*^^hey langniih on oor ftage ; , 
The modern bard llrack with the vaft applaufe. 
Of ancient maders, like the painter draws 
From models only ;**cflRi fach copies charm 
The heart, or like the glow. of natnre warm ? 
To till the fcenci to* night onr author brings 
Originals at Icallj-^-'Warriors and kings— 
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Heroes,^ who like their gems, anpolt&'d (hinfy 
Tlic mighty fethcrs of thcflTartar line ; 
Greater than tho'e, whom Claflic pages boaf(« 
If thofe are greaiell, who have conqaerM'moft. 

Such is the fubjcdl— fuch the Poet's theme. 
If arouglf foldicr may affume that name; 
Who does not oiFcr yoa from fancy (lore, 
Manner^ and men,— On India's burning (hore, 
in warlike toils, he pafsM his youthful years. 
And met the tartar, in the flrife of fpears ; 
But tho' !ie liv'd amidil the cannons roar, 
1 hunder like yours he never fac'd before ; 
L'ilcnlinculgent to his artlcA flrain, 
Nor let a Soldier, quarter afk in vain. 



PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

B U T IAD. 

Spoken by Any Body. 

nr H E World's a St ge (great Sbale/pean fays) 

* Whereon are adled many Plays, 
Py many A^ors, many ways. 
S< D:e play the Rogue, and fome the Where, 
Some play the Wealthy, fome the Poor ; 
Some play the Spendthrift, fome the Mifer, 
Some play the Fool, and fome the Wife, Sir; 
But of all A^ors.now in fafhiop, 
On ihif fmall Stage, the Englijh Nation, 
That (^and? onrlval'd in his art, . 
And top5, like Garrick^ evVy part : 
Who, ProteuiWkCy can ihift about. 
Turn whom he pleafcs in or out ; 
Whofe pow'rs no man alive can tell ; 
Is the fam'd Northern Macbia<viL 
Throughout this work he will amaze. 
Throughout with all his (kill he plays. 
Whether as Tutor firft he ftand. 
Or court a F * * fworJ in hand. 
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Or at the Couacii-board advife. 
To, blefs the Natioa,— the Excife, 
Or greater ilill, though fooie may blame. 
On Peace, on Peace, he builds his fa^ne. 
In Arc he's ready and difcerning. 
Still to encourage Men of Learning ; 
Milltn and tiame confefs his fkUL 
Or the great, candid Doctor HdU 
But vain is praife, fay all I can> 
No words can c*er dcfcribe the man. 
His fubtle arts, his dirty tricks. 
His beggar's pride and politics ; 
What€*cr with truth the Mafe can bring. 
His boaded favour with the King, 
Will ftill fall ihort of his deferts. 
The "e Scenes alone difpl.ay hi3 p^ifti. 

Then thus the Author bade mc fay. 
Will yob peruke tbis.Farce^or Play, / 
With due at^cntioa you regard. 
Conviction will be your reward ; 
And^f you ihinic that, in his art. 
He bell performs a Ma/kwiWs part, 
In time you'll fee the maiki puU'd off. 
And Sa-wmy (Und^h^ public fcoifi 

Thus .nuch die Crolqgap has to fay. 
Now. cater, Sa*^m^J^y,^Xid:\»g\n the Play. 



E P I L O (} U E 

TO T H B 

LYING. VALET. 

Spoken by Mr. >Garrick. 



np II A T I'm .a i^itig rogme^ you all .agree : 
** And yet look round the world, and you will fee 
And many -more, my betters, Ijt as faft as me* 
Againil this vice we all are ever railing, 
And yet, fo temptiag is iti fo prevail in 
Yilka'll iind-but few vyi thou c tht% ufeful i 
Lady or Abigail my lord or ^/7//,' 
The lye goes round, and the hall's never (liU. 

K6 V^n 
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hly lies were harmlefat told to fkew toy jMits i 

And not like thofe, when tongoet Mjg £kr heaits^ 

In all prcfeflioiis you will find this flaw | 

And in the graveft too, in phyjic a:id iaArav* 

1 he gouty Jerjeant cries, with fbcnal paofe, 

«* Your plea is good, my fnend^doD^ flanre the ctole.*^ 

But when my lord decreet for t'other fide. 

Your coHs of fait conviice yoit— that hi Ifd* * 

A doHQr comes with formal wig and £ac«, 

]*iril feels your pt^(b, then thinks, 4ind Jtnows yoar cafe.. 

** Your fever's flight,. «ot dang'TOuey. I a/Tmie you % 

** Keep warm, and repit^tmr hMufim^ Sir, will cure yoik**- 

Around the bed, iie:a d^y his fiiends are crying \, 

The patient dies, the do^or^ paid ivtlfimg^ 

The Pott^ willing to fecure the pit,. 

Gives out, his play. h«s hiuiioar» tafte, «nd fwt :. 

The caufe comes on,, and^ while the jwiget try,. 

Each groan and catcall gives the bald chc ly§^ 

Now let as sik, pray, what tho lad jeB4o:: 

They too will fih a little mt/m umi/. 

«< Lord !" fays the/r*^ {^x face behind ber fan)*; 

*' How can our fex have a&y joy in man ? 

<* As for my part, the beft eooM ne^er^decmie nc^ 

•^ And were the raceextiad, 'twottld never gmveiae ): 

«' Their fight is odious, buttfaeir ton€b--0 gad ! 

«* The thought of that's enougb^to drive one -aiad**** 

Thus rails at man the fc^ueamiih Udy daintj^ 

Yet wedsfc at fifty-five, a>rake of twenty. 

Jn (hort, a hiauh iotrigne»> kiowr^a ^^^>-. > 

TJie rf a<r#rVr 8 promife, the rich <zi;/V0t«;V cries, y 

And patrioih zeal,, are fddom more than ijes4 \ 

Sometimes yiAi'll fee a jnan beljg his nftiion,. 

Nor to his country (hew the leaft.relation* 

For inftancenow—— 

A cleanly Dutclmath or-a Prenckmaw gmye^ V' 

A(ohtrGirmmh OT^SpMmfardhkxvtt. V 

An EngMfi^nuin^ a cowaid,. or.-a flavor % 

Mine, thongb a fhhing^ was an boncH art :. 

1 ferv'd my mafter, playM a iaithfnl part : 

Rank me not; therefore ^mongft the ipm^ cicwi 

tor, Hvoagbfl»j»'/f«fiif#wta/ii{(^s my£»«;/iwai«raib 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

ALL IN THE WRONG^ 

Written and Spoken by Mr. Eootb.. 

1^ O night be h known to box, galleries, and pif^ 
^ Will be open'd th' original warchoufe for wit ;, 
The new maninadure^ Foott and Co. andertakers, 
Flay, «optra> pantomime^ farcc,~by the makers.. 
We (com,. Wifi our brecfareny oar fortuoes^ to owe 
To SbakeJpiMfi md Smtbent, to Otmjojf and Ronvg : 
Though our judgment may err ; yet our juftice h Ihown^. 
For we promUe to mangle no works but our own ; 
^d moreover^ on this you may firmly rely, 
]f we can't mrice you laugh, wejKfon't make you cry : 
For our monarch, who knew we were mirth-loving &ab^ 
Has lock'd up- his Hght^tng, hh dagc^ers and bo^vb % . 
Refolv'd Chat in bu&ins no hero flioind flaHc, 
He has (hut oi ouite oot:of the tragedy walk ; 
Itfo blood, no blank ytrfti in-ihort \(ie*re undone 
Unlefs you^e contented with frolic and /un ;, 
If cirM of her round in the Raneldugb^mWi 
There ihould be one female indin'd to fk ftiU;: 
If blind to the beauties, or fickof cheJouall, 
A pai^ thovjidn't.chu/e to caich cold ax T^auxbaU; ; 
)f at Sa4iler'.% fweet Welts the wine Should be thick ;. 
The chee/ecakes be foar» or Mifs Wtlkinfin £ck ; 
If the fttne of the pipes ihould prove powerful in Jone^ 
Or the tumblers be lame, or the bells out of tune y 
We hope you will call at our warehonfe in Dru/y^ 
We've a curious aflbrtment of goods,, I afTure ye, , 
Domeilic and fbreien^ indeed all kinds of wares, 
Bnglijh cloths, /r/}^ linens, and /^rfirr^petenlairsi: 
If tor want of good cuftom, T>r lofies in trade, 
TJie praQical part'ners ihould bankn^ts be madev 
' If from dealings too large, we plunge deeply in dcb^ 
And a njubenas comes out in the mules* gazette i, 
We'Hl on you our afligns for certificates call, 
Tbo' inlbnrems we're, bonefti and give up oor all. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO TH E 

ROMANCE OF AN HOUR. 

WRITTEN BY MR. KELLY, . 

Spoken by Mr. Lee* 

A 
^TTO night good folks, tho' led a Hitle dance, . 
* Thro' ihe light maza of ah hour's romance. 
No fpelU, no fpcilres have you cacfj to dread. 
Not ( ne poor ihundcr rumbles o'er .. our head j i 

Nor will the tempcft howling thro' the trees, 
Cncc roufe your horror— with a Aor.n of peafe. i 
Between ourfelvcs, this poet waf a fool, , 
To plan by common fenfc, or build by rule, 
"Whtncv'n the.mightieit maflers of the ilage', 
' Have cain'd fo much from trick, in ev'jy age \ 
Shakeipeare is great— is exquifitc— -no doubtrr^ • r • 
But then our carpenters muft help him out; 
The deep diftrcflcsof a mad'ning Lear, 
Jn v.in would afk the tributary tear. 
If, 'midll the fury of the midnight flcy. 
Our rofio lignt'niogs did not aptly fly. 
And pity warmly plead to be let in, ' » 

Thro' a fmart-fhower of heart exploring tiD.'« ■■ \'' 
Let. critics proudly form dramatic laws. 
Give me, fay I, what's fure to meet applaufe ; ' ' . 
Let them of time, and place, :ind a^ion boaft, 
Vm for a devil, a dungeon, or a gholt 
When Hamlet weeping for a murder'd fire. 
Upbraids his mother with a cuiity fire, 
Tho' ev'ry line a plaudit fliould command. 
Not one god yonder will employ his hand. . 
But cas'ii in canvas, let the dead fialk in, 
'i hen the loud paeans—then the claps begin ■* 
And pit, box, gall'nr, eagerly contend, 
Hxalted ilrife ! who loudeil fhall commeocl 
The frantic ha ! The Bedlamite—" look there—— " • 
The ftart— -.he heave— the llagger— and the ftare I— ^- 
To dear Mackbeaih, the learned ladies all run— .;-• 
What too enjoy ?«— the fiazning of the cauldron, 

Ail| 
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Aflc Molly Dripping there, fo fl?ek and mild, 
(As good a cook as e>r drell road or boil'd) 
What in all Jultt makes lier fooneft <uiep ? 
She'll fay the funVal — 'Tis fo njotrry deep ! 
AllurM by (lerling fcntimcnt alone, 
" Caio for me," (cries Darby Macahone) 
" 1 never mifs that play at any time, 
*« If 'tis but addtd to a pantomime."— 
•* Hoot/*— growls a bold North- 5rtf//tf», (taking fnuff) 
** A pantomime is axacrahU ftuiF — 
•* Na bag-pipes in the bond— they donna play 
" The Corn RagSy or the Barh of Andermayy^^ \ 
In fhort tho' all flage mammery defpife; 
All want a banquet for their ears or eyes ; 
And while at (hews they take the moft offence. 
Still make them bladders to the (here of fenfe. 
The name our author gives his piece to-night, 
Wou'd well admit a {upper for the /ight ; * 

A grand collection of dramatic diOies, 
Of dragons, giants, forefls, rivers fifths ; 
Yet tho' he calls his erifie a romance, ^ 

He does not treat you with a fingle dance. 
Nor ufe one hackney'd one eccentric art, 
To lull your judgment, or to cheat your heart-* 
He brings, indeed, a character to view. 
From Indian climes, he trufts entirely new— ^ 
A poor Gentoo, compos'd of virtues all, 
Tho' frelh from Engfiih nabobs at Bengal ; 
His face, perhaps, too fwarthy you may find ; • ^ 

** Yet fee Othello's vifage in his mind—" 
And 'till you*ve fairly try'd our trembling bays, ♦ 
Forbear to blamcbut do not fear to prai&« ' 

EPILOGUE 

T O T H K 

SUSPICIOUS HUSBAND, 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

•T^H O U G H the young fmarts, I fee begin to fnecr,*) 

•*- And the old Tinners caft a wicked leer : '^C 

Bt not alarm'd, ye fair.-* You've nought to fear. j 
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For wanton hint, no loofe ambigaoas fcnk. 

Shall Batter vicious tafte at your expence. 

Leaving fbr once thefe fliamelers arts in vogue : 

We give a fable for the Kpiloffue. , 

An a/s there was, our author bad me fay» 

Who needs muft write.— He did.— -And wrote aplay« 

The parts were cad to various beaft and fowl : 

Their ftase a bam.— Tiie manager an owl. 

The houie was cramm'd at fiz» with friends and foes % 

Rakesy wits, and critics, citizens and beaux* 

Thefe charaders appeared in different (hapea^ 

Of tigers, foxes, horfesp bulls, and apes ; 

With others too, of lower rank and ftation : ■ 

A perfeA abilrad of the brute creation. 

Each, as he felt, marL'd out the author's fauUiy 

And thus the conmijiurs exprefs'd their tboughta* 

The criiU'Curs firit fnarl'd— t^ rules are broke» 

Time, place, and adion,,i(acrific*d to joke. 

1\it goats cry'd out,.^(was formal, dull, and c haftc rji 

Not writ for beafts of gallantry and tafte. 

The bornid'CaitU were in pitious takingf 

At fornication, rapes, and cuckold-making. 

The tigers fwore, he wanted &re and paifion;^ 

The afes condemn 'd—becaufe it was the fafliion«t. 

The gen'rous/4s#^i allow'd him proper merit : 

Here mark his faults, and there approv'd his feirit^ . 

While brother 'bards bray'd forth wjth ufual fplttn^ 

And as they heard, exploded every fcene. 

Wiien J^ejfMard*s tho^gbts were aik'd,* the. ihri^ggingy^ 

fage, 
FamM for hypocrify, and worn with age, 
Condemn'd tbefljomUfs Ueente $f.tbi. fisgi. . 
At which the monkey fkipp'd from box to box» . 
And whifpcr'd round, the judgment of the/0;r. 
AbusM the moderna ; talk'd o? Rome and Gracep . 
Bilk'd ev'ry box-keeper : and damn'd the piece* 

Now ev*ry (able bas a moral to i%-^— 
Bechnrcbman, Hattffman, any Yhing^— *biit poeit . 
In law, or phyiic, quack in what you will. 
Cant and grimace conceal the want of fkill: . 

Secure in theie, hisirawip may pais 

^at bert no artifice can hide the nfu 
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PROLOGUE 

T O T-H E 

Taylors, 

Spoken by Mr. Foote. 

THIS night we add fome heroes to oar 1 ore^ 
Who never were, as heroes, feen before ; 
No bluft'iing Roman J, 9 Trtjans^ Greeh, ffiall rage. 
No knights, arm'd cap^m^pti^ ihall croud our flage. 
Nor ihail our Uenrits^ Edwards take the field, 
Oppoiing iword to fword, and ihield to fiikld z 
With other iftAruments our troop appears ; 
Needles to thimblQ^flial], and (hears to Iheara ; 
With ^rebmcBt gorgets, «nd in backram arm'd, 
Cold-blcoded taylors are to beroes warmM, 
And, flip-ihod, ilide to war.^-i'No lions glare, 
No »y<e balh, flalhiAg fire, (hall make yooftare; 
Each outfide fliaU-befye the ftuff within ; 
A Itjmtm fpirit in each Uylor'a iktn«-*^ 
A uylor-legg^ ^mpo^ C^Jmt^ ihall you fee, 
And the ninUi part of Bmim ibrnt in me ! 
What though no fwmda we ilrtw, ao daggers ihakt» 
Yet can our wanriora.a'qotetiis make 
With a bare bodkin*— —Now bexlmab, ye nikri» 
And nei^er bat in honour call ont Tajfltrs / 
Bat tfaefeare heroes tragic i yon will cry, 
Oh„irery tragic t and VH tell yon why-— — 
Should female artifb wkh the male combine^ 
And mantua-makers with thetaylors join ; 
Should all too proud to work, their trades give o^er. 
Nor to be foo^'d again by fiic -pence more. 
What horrors woold^enine ! Fiis you, ye beanx I 
At once lofe all exiftence with your cloaths ! 
And you, ye fair ! where would be voor defence I 
This IS no golden z%t of bnocence ! 
Should drnnken Baechafmh the graces meet. 
And no police to gaard the naked fheet. 
Beauty is weak, and palioa bold and trong. 
Oh then,«*4>at modefty reirains my tonffue. 
May diis night's bard a ikilfal taylor be. 
And like a well-made coat his tragedy. 
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Though clofe, yet cafy, decent, but not dull. 
Short but not fcanty, mthout buckrum, full. 



E P I L P G U E 

T O 

'y I R G I N I a; 

WRITTEN BY MR. CARRICR» 

Spoken by Mrs. Gibber. 

^TTII E poet's pen can, like a corjnrer's wand^, 
•* Or killj or raifc his heroine at command : 
And (hall I, fpirit like before f fink, 
Notcouneoufly inquire^ bat iellyoM what I think. 
From top to bottom 1 fhall Aiake you ftare> 
By hitting all your judgments to a hair t 

And firH with you above I (hall begin, [Uffergnltif^ 
Gcod-natur'd fouls, they'ie ready all to ghn. ' 
Though twelve-pence feat you there fo near the ceilings 
The folks below can't bosft a better feeling.* 
No high-bred prudVy in your ragien lark», ' 
Yqu lioldy iaugb and rrr, as nature fttorks. \ 

Says John to Tom (ay, there they* (it togcthcri • * 

,/is honelt Britons as e'er trod in lea.her ;} 
o« 'Twcen you and I, my friend, 'tis very 4;/A/» - - 
'*« That old Fergeenus (hould have (luck his child ^ • *- 
<< 1 would have hang'd him for't, had I been rnlcr^ ' 
<* And duck'd that J^ms tdo, by way of cooler.'-' ■ * 

Some maiden dames ^ who hold the middle' f!oor« * . . 

. [Firft itdlitj 
And fly from naughty man at /tfr///<»tfr J * = 
"With tum'd up eyes, applaud Firginia'% 'fcapc. 
And vow they'd do the fame to (hun a rape-; 
^o very chade, they live in conftant (cars. 
And apprehenfion if rengthens wit)> their years. 

Ye tucks^ who, from the pit your terrors fend. 
Yet lov'd diftreflcd damfels to befriend : 
You think this tragic joke too far was carried. 
And wifh to (et all right the maid had married ; 
You'd rather fee, if fo the fates had willM, 
Ten wvei be kind, than one poor >icgia kill'd*. 
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May I approach unto the boxes pray— • 
And there fearch oat a judgmenc on the play? 
In vain alas ! I (hould attempt to find it 
Fine Isid'ies/ee a play, but never minJ it—* 
•Tis vulgar to be mov*d by a^i^i paffion, ^ 

Or form opinions, till they're fix'd by fa(hion.— 

Our author hopes this fickle ^odd^fs- Moi/e; 
With us, will make, at leaft, nine days abode ; 
To prefent pleafure he contrails his view. 
And leaves hi^ future fame to time and you. 



PRO -LOG U E 

TO THE '^ 

WO R D T Q T H E WISE. 

/Vr the Benefit of Mrs. K^lly and her Cbildrtn^ 

WRITTEN FOR THE OCCASION BY DR. JOHNSOX* 

And fpoken by Mr. Hull. 

TH I S night prefents « play, which public rage, 
Or right, or wrong, once hooted from the ftage; 
From leal or malice now no more we dread, 
For £ngli(h vengeance, wars not wib the dead. 
A generous foe regards with pitying eye. 
The man whom fate has laid where all maft lye. 
To wit, reviving from its author's duft. 
Be kind» ye Judges \ or at leaft bt juft : 
For no renew'd boftilities invade 
Th' oblivious graves inviolable (hade. 
Let one great payment every claim appeafe. 
And hiin who cannot hart, allow to pleafe. 
To pleafe by fcenei, unconfcious of offence. 
By harmlefs roeriment, or ufeful fenfe ; 
Where aught of bright, or fair, the piece difplayo 
Approve it only— 'usitoo late to praife. 
If want of fkill, or want of care appear. 
Forbear to hifs— the poet cannot hear. 
By all, like him, muft praife and blame be found ; 
At bed, a fleeting gleam, or empty found. 



HA 
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Yet then (hall calm reflexion bkfs the nighty ' * 

When liberal pity dignifyM delight; 

When pleaAire £rM her torch at rirtue's flamet 

And mirth was bounty with a humbler lumc. 

PROLOGUE 

Ta 

SIR THOMAS OVERBURY* 

WRITTEN BY R. B. SHERIDAN, «»<l;^ 

Spokea by Mr. Hull. '• 

TO O Ion£ the MtrTe^attach'd to regal fhow# 
Deniis the fcene to talea of humbler woe ; 
Such as were wont— while yet they charm'd the ear^ 
To ileal the plaudit of a filent tear» 
. When Otway gave domeftic grief its part* 
And Rowe's familiar forrowt toath'd the heart* 

A fcepter'd traitor, lafhM by Tengeful fate« 
A bleeding hero, or a falling Aate» 
Are themes, (tho* nobly worth the cliffic (bag.) 
Which feebly claim your iigha, nor claim them losgf 
Too gieat for piijj, they infpire refpe£l. 
Their deeds alioniih, rather than afiedt j 
Proving how rare the heart that woe can move^ 
Which reafon tells us, we can never prove. 

Other the fcene, where fadly (lands conieft. 
The private pang that rends the Sufferer's breaft t 
When forrow iits upon a Parentis brow. 
When Fortune mocks tiie youthful Lover's vow--* 
All feel the tale— for who fo mean, but knows 
What Fathers' forrows are !•— what t>overt' woes E 

On kindred ground ourBard his fabric built» . 
And placM a mirrour there for private guilt ; 
Where— ^fatal union !— will appear combined 
An angel's form — and tax abandon'4 mind; 
Honour attempting Paffion to reprove. 
And Frtendihip ftrqgsliog with unhallow'd Lo!^ t 

Yet view not. Critics, with fcvere regard 
The orpbaa-offspring of an orphan bard i 
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"Doom'd while he wrote, trapitied, to fafUin 
More real miseries than his pen could feign ! 
—Ill fated Savage ! at whole birth was giir'n 
No Parent bat the Mafe, no friend bot Heav'n ! 
Whofe youth no brother knew, with fodal care 
To foothe hie faFrings, or demand to (hare ; 
No wedded partner o? his mortal woe. 
To win his froile at all that fate could do ; 
While at bis death, nor friend's, nor mother's tear 
Pell on the track of his deferted bier * 

So pleads the tale *, that gives to future times 
The Son's misfortunes, and the Parent's crime* ; 
There (hall his fame (if own'd to night) furvive, 
Fix*d by the hand that bids t>ur language live ! 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

KNOW YOUR OWN MIND. 

WRITTEN BY ARTHUR MURPHT, ESg^ 

Spoken by Mr. Lewis. 

THRO' the wide tra6b of life, in cv'ry trade, 
What numbers toil with faculties decay'd! 
Worn out, yet eager in the race ihey run. 
And never learn, when proper to have done. 

What need of proofs ? Ev'n Authora do the fame. 
And rather than defift, decline in fame: 
Like gamefters, thrive at firft, then bolder grow. 
And hazard all upon one deijperate throw. 

So thinks our Bard ; his play with doubts and leart 
Long has he kept conceal'c, above nine years % 
And now he comes^ 'tn the plain finiple truth. 
This nijjht to anfwer for his fins of youth. 

The Piece, you'll fay, (hoold now perfeftion bearj 
But who can reach it aftfr all his care ? 
Ht paints no Mohjters for ill-judg'd applaufe j 
Life he has view'd, and from that fource he draws. 

• Life of Ricbara 5aVage by Or. Samuel Johnfror. 
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Here are no fools, the Dtzma^sJiaaJiMg Jefl ! 
And WeUhmen now. North Britons loo may reft. 
H dernia^s fons fliall h:rc excite no wonder, 
Nor (hall St. Pat rid blufh to hear them blunder. 
By other arts he flrives your taile to hit, 
Soire plot, fome charader— he hopes fome wit* 
And (bould this effort pleafe ^ou like the pad, 
Yc brother Bards I forgive hiro ;— 'tis hi^ laft. 

Lod are the friends, who lent their aid before ; 
Ro/cius retires, and Barrj is no more. 
Harmonious Barry /—oft have you admir'd. 
As on this fpot the tuneful fwan expired. 
*Twas then but fancy'd woe; now ev'ry Mufe 
In forrcw fix'd with tears his urn bedews. 

The widow'd fair, who watch'd his languid bed. 
Still pines in grief; — Ev'n Woodvuard too is fled, 
Kor can Thalia raife her fa'vouritt*% head. 

For thffo our Author lov'd the talc to weave ; 
He feels their lofs, and now he takes his leave ; 
Sees ne*w Performers in fucceiHon fpring, 
And hopes ne<w Poets will expand ihsir wing. 
Beneath your fmile his leaf of laurel grew ; 
Gladly he'd keep it, for 'twas given by you. 
But it too weak his art, if wild his aim. 
On favours pail he builds no idle claim. 
To you once more he boldly dares to truft ; 
Hear and f renounce ;— He knows you will be juft. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

WINTER'S TALE, 

(Altered from Shakefpeare»j 

VrklTTEN BY MR. CARRICK. 

And fpokcn by Mr. Jefferson^ at the Theatre^ 
Royal, Richmond^ 

^T^ O various things the flagc lias been eompar'd, 
^ As apt ideas Urike each humorous bard ; 

Tfcii 
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Tjiis i'.i .j;.r, for w.;m of better iimile, 

I..-: tnis v)ur Thcat-e a tavrrn be: 

The pcct", vintiers, an-^ ihe waiters wc« 

So (as hccaiu, ^nd cu;lom ot the trade is) 

You're welcome, gcin'men, kindly welcome ladies, 

I'o draw in cuilomers, our bills are fpread ; 

\^Sbe<wingapl(y kill. • 
You Cr^nnot mifs the /ign, 'tis Shake. peare's head. 
From this lame head, this fountain- icaJ divine. 
For different pklates :prings a different wine ! 
In which no tricks to ffrengthen, crto ihin 'em- 
Neat as imported — ho French brandy in 'em — 
Hence for the choiceff fpirits flov Champagne ; ^, 

Whofe fparkling atoms ftioot thro* every vein, C 

Then mount in magic v-pours to ih* enraptur'd brain! 3 
Hence ff jw for martial minds potations itrong; 
And f^eet love potions for the fair and young. 
For you, my hearts of oak, for your regale, 

[To the upper gallety. 
There's good old Engllfli (lingo, milJ and ftale. 
For high luxurious fouls with lufcious fmick. 
There's Sir John Falftaf is a butt of fack ; 
And if the Uronger liquors nlore invite ye, 
Bardolph is gin, and Piffol aqua vitse. ^ 

As for the learned Critics, grave and deep, 
Who catch at words, and catching fall afleep : 
Who in the fforms of plHion — hum,— and haw I 
For fuch, our mafter will no liquor draw — 
So blin ily thoughtful, and fo darkly read. 
They x^^ntTomDurfysy for ihs Shakefpcarc's head. 

A vintner once acquir'd both praife and gain. 
And fold much Perry for the beft Champagne. 
Some rakes this precious ftnff'did fo allure, 
Tnry drank whole nights,— What*! thjt— when wine !• 

pure ? 
<« Come Ell'a bumper. Jack—, I will, my Lord— 
■** Here's xrrcam ! — dam n'd fine ! — immeofe! — upon my 

*• word ! 
•*• Sir WiUiaa^ what fay you ? — The beft, believ? mc — 
•• In this— eh Jack! — the devil can't deceive mc.'* 
Thus the wife critic, too, miftakes bis wine, 
CtIcs out with lifted han . u * tis g<^A'« • -divine ! 

ThCR 

*i k 
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Then jogs his neighboor, as the wonders ilrike hira ; 
TWsShakcfpeare! Shakcfpcarc !— Oh, ihcie's nothior 
like him ! • 

In this night's Tarioos and enchanted cup, 
borne little perry's mixt for filling up. 
The five longafts, from which our three are taken^ 
StrttchM out to • fixttcn years, lay by forfakciu 
Left then this precious liquor run to wafte, 
*Tis now confin'd and bottled for your tafle, 
'Tis my chief wifh, my joy, my only plan, 
Tolofc no dr o p of th at immortal man ! 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

Z A R A. 

WRITTEN BV C. CIBBER, ESQ^ 

Spoken by Mr« Cxbber. 

Tp H E French, howc'er mercurial they may Ccem, 
^ Extinguifh half their fire, by critic phlegm : 
While Englifli writers nature's freedom claim. 
And warm their fcOnes with an ungovern'd flame ; 
'Tis ftrange that Nature never fho^ld infpire 
A Racine's judgment, with a Shakefpeare's Erel 
Howe'er, to-night-T-(to promife much we're loth) 

But ^you've a diance, to have a tafte of both. 

From EngU(h plavs, Zara's French author fir'd, 
Confefs'd his mu(e, beyond herfelf, infpir'd ; 
From rack'd Othello's rage he rais'd his Uylc, 
And fnatch'd the brand, that lights this tragic pile : 
Zara's fuccefs his utmoft hopes outflow. 
And a twice twentieth weeping-audience drew. 
As for our Englifh friend, he leaves to you, 
Whate'er may fecm to his performance due ; 
No views of gain, his hopes or fears engage^ 
He gives a ch:ld of leifure to the ftage : 

• The aaion of the Winter*! T»lf , u written by Sha]tff[>eare^ 

compreUends fixceen years* 

AVilling 
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Willing to try, if yet fbrfaken nature. 
Can charm, with any one remember'd feature. 

Thus far, the autnor fpeaks— but now, the player. 
With trembling Heart, prefers his humble prayer. 
To-night, the greaicft venture of my iife, 
Is loll, or fav*d, as Yoa receive— a wife : 
Jf time, you think, may ripen her, to mcrir, 
With gentle fmiles, fupport her wav'ring fpirit. 
Zara in Franc? , at once an a^trefs rais'd, 
AVarm'ii into (kill, by being kindly prais'd : 
O I could fuch wonders here, from favour flow. 
How would our Zara's heart, with tranfporc glow I 
But fhe, alas I by jufter fears opprcfs'd. 
Begs but your bare Endurance, at the beft. 
Her unikiird ton^gue would fimple nature fpeaky 
Nor dares her bonds for falfe applaufes break. 
Amidft a thoufand Fsults, her bed pretence 
To pieafc-*— -is unprefuming innocence. 
When achalle Heart's dillrefs your grief demands. 
One filent tear outweighs a thoufani hands. 
If (he conveys the pleailng paffijns right. 
Guard and Support her this decifive night. 
If (he MISTAKES— —or, finds her llrength too fmall. 
Let interpofingpity break her fall. 

In you it reds to (ave her or dellroy. 
If ihe draws teara from you, I weep for Joy.— — 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ENGLISHMAN IN PARIS. 
B:twcen Mr. Macklik and his Wife. 

She. "PO contradia me ! -Blockhead ! IiK ot ! fool 1 fot ! 
//'. * But ami Jft thefc hard mmes our difputeis forgot. 
To coniradidt you 1 know is high-treafon ; 
For the wVd of a wife ib alwayi herreafon. 

She, No, Sir, for once, Til give up my prctanfion, 
And fubmit to the pic our caufe of diilcnfion. 

L Hi. 
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//if. I agree ; for the pit is our natural Lord. ■ 
Ladies. ■ - 

She, Hey ! How come you to claim the firft word f 

Gentlemen, my hu (band and I havchadadifpute. 
Where the difference Ijes 'twixt a man and a brute ; 
Which we beg vvhilll the folks for the farce are preparing^ 
You will pleafe to decide, and give us the hearing. — 
Heml hc.ii! — 

After Plutarch of Rome! and Virgil o^Greect! 
And ///Wj, and Emends^ and authors like thefc; 
I boldly affirm, deny it who can, 
That in laughter confifls the true efTence of man« 
Whilll my hulband 

He. Nay, pray let me ftatc my own cafe, p 

And ril make it as clear as the nofe in your face, > 

That hiifing in man preferves the firft place. ^ 

To begin then with critics ;— 'tis their capital blifs. 
Than to laugh,— don't you find it more plealing to hifs ? 
In this all agree ;— y^iu/ / Infidels! Turks I 

She. 1 grant it fweet Sir, — if you mean at your works. 
Yet even 'gain ft that Pvc a potent objediion ; 
For every rule ftill has its exception : 
Tho* they hifs'd at your farces, your Pafquin and ftuff. 
At your Tragedy fure they laugh 'd hearty enough. 
And again, Mr. Wifeman, regard the world round, 
*Tis in mankind alone that laughter is found % 
Whilft your favourite hiffing, fage Sir, if you pleafe. 
You enjoy but in common with ferpcnts and geefe. 

She. And ar'nt youafliam'd — ('tis no timetodiffcmblc,) 
O critics ! ihefe creatures in this to refemble? . 

He. Not a jot ; in this place 'tis of lingular ufe. 
Of bad poets and players to reform the abufe. 
In the pra£iice, kind Sirs ! were I fit to advife, "J 

The hiffing like geefe I would have you defpifc, ^ 

And copy the ferpent, — be fubtleand wife, j 

But ^x^z from his venom. — Well Sirs ! What d'ye fay ? 
Is your judgment—— 

^^^ Let us wait 'till the end of the Play : 

In the progrcfs of that we ihall eafily find. 
Whether laughing or hiffing is rooft to their mind. 

He. I'm fure they will hifs. 

#^#. And I hope they'll be kiad* 

^ PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

C A T d, 

BY MR. POPE. 

Spoken by Mr. W 1 l K s, 

TO wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art. 
To raife the genius, and to mend the heart. 
To make mankind in confciotls virtue bold, 
Live o*er each fcene, and be what they behold: 
For this the tragic- mufe firft trod the ftage, 
Commanding tears to flream thro* every age ; 
Tyrants no more their favage nature kept. 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author fhuns by vulgar fprings to move 
The heroe's glory, or the virgin's love ; 
In pitying love we but our weaknefs (hew. 
And wild ambition well deferves its woe. 
Here (ears (hall flow from a more gen'rous cauH^t 
Such tears as patriots fhed for dying laws : 
He bids your brealts with ancient ardour rife. 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britijh eyes. 
Virtue confefs'd in hunlan (hape he draws. 
What ?lato thought, and god- like Cuto was : 
No common objed to your fight difplays. 
But what with pleafure heav*n itfelf Airv^eys \ 
A brave man ftruggling in the florms of fate. 
And greatly falling with a falling date ! 
While Catu gives his little fenate laws. 
What bofom beats not in his country's cavfe? 
Who fees him a£l, bpt envies ev'ry deed ? 
Who hears him groan, and does not wifli to bleed ^ 
Ev'n when proud Citfar 'midfl triumphal cars. 
The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, ! 

Ignobly vain, and impotendy great, 
Shcvv'd Rome hcfCaio's figure drawn in (late. 
As her dead father's rever'nd image paft, 
The pomp wasdarkea'd and the day o'ercafl, 

L 2 The 
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The triamph ccas'd — Tears gufhM from cvVy eye. 
The world's greiit vidor p?/s unhcejed by; 
Her laft good ninn dcje^eJ Rcfne ador'd, 
i\nd honour'd Ca.'/ur s lei's than Caio^i fword. 

Britons attend ! Be worth like this apprjv'd, 
Ard ihcw you have a \irtue t) be mov'd. 
Wi:h hcneft fcorn ihe firft fatn'd Cato vicw'd 
Rowc learning arts from Greect, whom (he fubdu'd : 
Our fcenc prccdrioufly lubfilU too long 
On 7'V:«t.7 Tranliatio:! and I/aliau Cong. 
Dare to hkix* lenfe yourfelvcs ; aflcri the ftagc, 
J3c juftly warm'd wiih your own native T:igi, 
buch plays alone (hall pleafe aBn/iJh ear. 
As Ca:o'j i'clt had not difdain*d to hear. 



P R O L O G U E 

TO THE 

SPLEEN, 

O R 

ISLINGTON SPA. 

WRITTEN BY MR. CARRICK. 

Spoken by Mr. King. 

TH O* Prologues, now, ns blackberries arc plenty. 
And li<c them maukiili too, nineteen in twenty; 
Yet \cu will have them, when their date is o'er, 
And Prdcouf^ ProUgue^ Hill your honours roar ; 
'Till (omc fuch dil'inal phiz as mine c )mes on, 
Ladies aMd j'enilemen, indeed there's n:rne, 
^'ht Prologue, Au'.bo',^ S/> aker^ all are dead and gone 
'Ihcfc realons iiave Ibiie weight, and flop the rout ; 
You dap — 1 fmirk — and thus go cringing out : 
While living call mc, \<.»t your pL'afure ufe me 5 
Sh )uld I tip ofF— I hope you'll then cxcufe me. 

So much for fro'o^ucs — and now (-nter Fared 
Shall I a fccne, 1 lately heard, rehearfc ? 
The place, the paik ; the Dramatis Pcr/omet 
Tttfft iem;4lc wii&y with e.ich a macaroni. 

- Prithcct 
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Prithre, lord Flimfey, what's this thing at Drury ? 
This S/Ucn ? — 'lis Lvv, damrvd low, ma'am, I aifuie ya*. 
C^eft *viaii mi lor /— wc now fcti no fach evil. 
Never are haunted with a vapourifh devil. 
In pleafures round av^ whirl jc from the brain^ 
Tcu rattle it away wi:hy^r#«'j t'tt main / 
la upper life^ we have no Spleen or gall i 
And as for other lifo,— it is no life at all. 

What can I fay in our poor bard's behalf? 
He hopes that louver life may make you laugh;. 
May not a trader who (hall bufincfs drop, 
Q^sitiing at once hisold-accuftom'd (hop. 
In fancy tbro' a courfe of plcafures run. 
Retiring to his feat at IJlington ? 
And, of faife dreams oS happinefs brim full>» 
Be at h*s villa, miferably dull ?• 
Would not he IJlington^ fine air forego. 
Could he again bechoak'd in Butcher-row ^' 
In (hewing cloth renew his former picafure, 
Surpafs'd by none, but that of clipping meafu-f. 
The majlcr o^ tbiijhcp too fceks repolc, 
Sells off* his (lock in tradr, bis verie and profe. 
His daggers, bufkins, thunder, lightning, and 

cloches. 
Will he in sural (hades (iad eafe and quiet ? 
Oh no 1 He'll figh for Drury, and feek peace in riot. 

Nature of yore preva.l'd thro' i uman kind ? 
To loiv and middlt life (he's now confin'd : 
'Twas there the choiceft draniatilU have fought he;*, 
*Twas there Moliere, there Jolinfon, Shakefpeare, caught 

her 5 
Then let our gleaning bard with lafety come. 
To pick up ftraws, dropt from the r harvell home ! 

£ p i L O G u t 

T O 

A T H A L S T A N.- 

WRITTER BY MR. GARRICK, 

Spoken by Mrs. Cibber. 

TO fpeak ten words, a:;ain I've fetch'd my breath';: 
1 he tongue of woman Urugg'.cs haid with death. 
L 3 Tca^ 
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Ten words ! will that fuffi^e ! Ten words— no more. 
We always give a thoufand to the Tcore. 

What can provoke thcfe wits their time to wafte. 
To pleafe that fickle, fleeting thing call'd tafle ? 
It mocks all fearch, for fubilance has it none ; 
Like Hamlet's ghoil — 'tis here— 'tis there-^'iis gone. 
How very few about the ftage agree ! 
As men with different eyes a beauty fee. 
So judge ihev of that ftately dame— Queen -tragedy. 

The Greek-read critic, as his miftrefs hold* her. 
And having little love» for trifles fcolds her: 
Excufes want of fpirit, beauty, grace,* 
But ne'er forgives her failing — time, and place. 
How do our fex of tafle in judgment vary ? 
Mifs Bell adores, what's loath'd by Lady Mary : 
The firft in tendcmefs a very dove, 
Melts like the feather'd fnow, at Juliet's love : 
Then, fighing», turns to Romeo by her fide, 
** Can you believe that men for love have dy'd? '* 
Her ladyfliip, who vaults the coarfer's back. 
Leaps the barr'd gate, and calls you Tom and Jack ;^ 
Detefl theie whinings, like a true Virago ; 
She's all for daggers ! blood ! bLood ! blood ! (ago!* 
A tliird, whofc heart defies all perturbations. 
Yet dies for triumphs, funerals, coronations i 
Ne'er a(ks which tragedies fi^cceed, or fail» 
But whofe Proceflion has the longeil tail. 
The Youths, to whom France gives a new belief« 
Who look with Horror on a rump of beef: 
On Shakefpear's plays, with fhrugg'd up (boulders ftarej;^ 
Thcfe plays ? they're bloody murders,— O ^arbarc ! 
And yet the man has merit— f»/r^ nous. 
He'd been damn'd clever, had he read BoEPk, 
Shakefpear read French I roars out a furly cit : 
When Shakefpear wrote^ our valour match'd our wit : 
Had Britons then been fops. Queen Befs had hang'd 'cm ; 
Thofedays, they never read theFrench,— They bang'd'em. 

If taite evaporates by too high breeding. 
And eke is overlaid, by too deep reading ; 
Left then in fearch of this, you lofe your feeling. 
And barter native fenfe in foreign dealings 
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Be this negledlcd truth to Britons known, 
-No taftes, no modes become you, but your own. 



PROLOGUE 
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OR, THE 

U B L E VALET.. 

Spoken by Mr. King. 



TO hear with camlour, e*er we judge a cau(c>. 
Isahe known Magna Chart* of all laws! 
So fays our bard !— then who would break a rule, . 
Fram'd and ellabliih'd in the earliefl fchool ? 
Or, who fo jealous of another's fame^ 
To damp a fpark, juft rifing to a flame ? 
And yet,— from our reports within, — *4is faid,' 
There arc— fomc wits amongft ye— fo ill bred. 
They come,— -unknowing', — wherefore,— or for why,-r-- 
To break, on critic- whe^,— a butterfly I 
Eutitire my eyes,— and they're not bad, good folks I 
Can eafy read— -4hefe whifpers-^are mere jokes ! 
To try the hero of this night's campaign, — 
Who frets,— and ^ra:^,— then ftruis,— and frets again ! ' 
Bqws, — fmilcs, — and no Js,— from heroes, kings and: 

queens, 
To him wJho promps,«»fwceps,— clips, — or ihifts the^- 

fcenes ! 
Bfut I—who know him beft, — do know for certain. 
That — ttitrt nous,^ 'tis all behind the curuin. 
Where he— poor culprit, — trembles cv'ry limb» 
And fliadows feem*-iealities to him 1 
Doubts rife on doubts 1 — and fears on fears await ! 
Holding, with airy nothings^ — a debate ! 
And fo fufpicious,— left you take amifs — 
Th^t cv'ry cough,— he'll conftrue to a b'/s / . 

L 4 Qc ; 
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Or fhould you cry but branto /—or tnctn ! 

HeMl trembling an !wer—»** there !— d'ye hear ? no more!** 

Oh ! could you know what authors^ actors feel I 

"When ziyour bar they make their />/? appeal! 

You'd think your warmed patronage their due^ 

And own the pidlure — where the tints are true ! 

To him then, confcious, that all comic wit, 

*« As 'tis the beft.—fo 'tis moft hard to hit!*' 

Ye Gods • ! — and dcmi-gods f— ye wits ^ ! be kipd ; 

Nor, in the critic, Jofe— the gcn'rous mind ! 

Of old remcm'bring— authors would excel. 

When men were piais'd— who but #W(ftfi/oKr'</ well. 

{goings fi^tU 
Yet hold— one hint TJl drop before I go-^ 
*Tis dcwright farce— not comedy we fliew — 
As fuch receive — nor mark with critic fnccr — 
As if a bench of Stagyritcs were here — 
But laugh— where nature prompts — where mirth demands 
And give (in fpiie of tri'vial fault i) your hands* 



EPILOGUE 

T Q 

A L Z I R A. 

Spoken by Mrs. Giffard. 

TH E fifth aft paft, you'll think it ftrange, to find 
My fcene of deep Diftrefs i*, yet, behind ! 
Taflt'd, for the Epilogue, I fear you'll blame 
My want-*-of what you love, behind that name. 
But, for my foul, I can't from fuch hich fcenin^, 
Dcfcend, plum down at once,— to double meaning* . 
Judges 1 protect me-««>and pronounce it fit. 
That Solemn Senfe, fhould end with Serious Wit* ^ 
When the full heart o'erflows, with pleafing Pain, 
Why (hould we wi(h, to make th' imprefiion vain ? 

♦ Firft Gallery. f Second Gillcrj. f Boxes and Pit** , 

Why, 
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Why, when two thinking hours, have fixt the play, . 
Shou'd two light minutes liugh its ILUe away ? 
*Twcre to proclaim our Virtues but a Jest, 
Should they who ridicule 'em, ple.ife us, beft. 
No,— rather, at your a£ior'« hands, require 
QfPrings more Apt ; and a Sublimer fire ! 
Thoughts, that may rivet, not efface the fcene : 
Aids to the mind : not flatt'ries for the fplcen. 
When love, hate, pity, — Doubt, hope, grieif, and rage,: 
With cladiing infi*ence fire the glowing (lage; 
When the touch'd heart, relenting into Woe, . 
From others fate, does its own danger know ; . 
When fofi'ning Tendernefs ualccks the minJ, 
And the llretchM bofom takes in all mankind : 
Sure I 'tis no Time, for the bold hand of wit 
To fnatch back virtues, from the plunder*d pit ! 

Still, be it ours, to give you fcenej, thus (Iroog*.. 
And yours, to cherifh, and retain 'em long ! 
I'hen fhall the llage its general ufe endear ; 
And cv'ry virtue, gather firmnefs here. 
Pow'r be, to pardon, — wealth to pity, movM ; 
And Tiuth be taught the art, to grow belov'd. . 
Womcn^ to charm, with fall, and fure, effedl ;. . 
And men to love 'em, with a foft refpe^ 
'Till all alike, fomc difPrent motive roufes : . 
And tragedy, (un«-farc'd} invites full houfes*. 



E P I. L: O G U. E 

T O . 

VENICE PRESERVED.' 

TH E text is done, and now for application. 
And when that's ended, pafs your approbaion. 
Though the confpiracy's prevented here, 
Mcthinks 1 fee another hatching there ; 
And there's a certain fadion fain would fway. 
If .they had ftrength enough, and damn thib play, 
Biit this the author bad me boldly fay ; 

^S. If 
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]f any take this plain nefs jn ill part, 
He's glad on't from the bottom of his heart ; 
Poet's in honour of the truth (hould write. 
With the fame (pirit brave men for it fight. 
And though againll hiai caufelcfs hatreds rife,. 
And daily where goes of late, he fpies 
The fcowlcs of fullen^ and revengeful eyes ; 
*Tis what he knows, with much contempt, to bear. 
And ferves a caufe too gnod to let him fear : 
He fears no poifcn from an incensM drab. 
No ruffian ^s five-foot fword, nor rafcal's (lab; 
Nor any oiher fnares of mifchief laid. 
Not a Rofe-Alley-Cudgel-Amburcade, '^ 
From any private caufe where malice reigns* 
Or general pique all blockheads have no brains: 
Nothing ihall daunt his pen when truth does call ; 
No, not the* Pifture-mangler at Guild-Hall, 
The rebel-tribe, of which that vermin's one. 
Have now. fet forward, and their courfe begun; 
And while that Prince's figure they dcfac?. 

As they before had ma^Tacred his name, 
Duril their bafe fears but look. him in the face. 

They'd ufe his perfon as the)'ve us'd his iamei .. 
A face in which fuch lineaments they read 
Of that great martyr's, whofe rich blood they fhed. 
That their rebellious hate they ftill retain. 
And in his fon .would murther him again. 
With indignation then, let each br&ve heart 
Kouze, and unite, to take his injur'd part} 
* Till royal love and goodnefs call him home. 
And fongs of triuir.ph meet him as he come ; 
'Till heav'n his honour and our peace reftore. 
And villains never wrong his %irtue more. 

• The Raf«al ih*l cut t^e Duke of r^rk*% Piaurta, 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

E H EAR S A 



L.. 



TH E play is at an end ; but where's the plot ? 
That circumftance our poet Bates forgot. 
And we can boaft, iho' 'tis a plotting age. 
No place is freer from it than the flage. 
The ancients plotted, iho% and drove to pleafc. 
With fenfe that might be underftood with cafe : : 
They every fcene with fo much wit did ftore. 
That who brought any in went out with more. 
But this new way of wit, does fo furprize. 
Men lofe their wits in wond'ring where it lies. 
If it be true, that naonftrous births prefage 
The following mifchicfs that affll^ the age. 
And fad difallers to the (late proclaim. 
Plays without head or tail may do the fame. 
Wherefore for our?, and for the kingdom's peace.. . 
May this prodigious way of writing ceafe. 
Let's have at leafl once in our lives a time. 
When we may hear fome reafon, not all rhime, . 
Wc Lave thefe ten years felt its influence ; 
Pray let this prove a year of profc and fenfe. 



u 



TO THE 

REFUSAL: 

OR, THE 

LADIES PHILOSOPHY. 

TH E time is come the Roman bard foretold, 
A brazen year fucceeds an age of gold ; 
An age 

When fpecioos books were open'd for undoin g. 
And £ogli(h hands, in crouds fubfcrib'd their ruin. 

L6.> Som^ 
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Some months ago, who ever could fuppofe, 
A goofequill race of ruler* jhoul^ hav^ rofe, 
T'have made the warlil;^ Sri:ons groan beneath their I 

blows. 
Evils, that never yet beheld jhe fun* 
To foreign arms, ox; civil jars, unknown, 
Thefc trembling mifcrcants, by their wiles have done. , 
Thus the fierce lipn, whom no force could foil. 
By village-curs is baited in |he toil. 
Forgive the niufe then,, if her fcenes w?re laid 
Before your fair pofllflions were betray 'd ; 
She too^ the flitting form, aut fame then ran>. 
While a Dircdor fcem'd an.honeft man : 
Bu|. were flie from his prefent form to take him. 
What a-huge gorging mgnile^rnqft (he malce him; . 
How would his paunch with golden ruin (ivcll ? 
Whole families devouring at a meal ? 
What motley humour in a fcene might flow. 
Were we thcf^ upftaru in their arts to (how ? 
When their high betters, at their gates have waited, ^ 
And alljto beg the favour, to be cheated ; 
Even that favour (or they're. by fame bdy*d) 
To raifc the. value of the cheat, den^*d. 
And while Sir John w^s airing on his prancers, 
He'as kft his copkmaid, to give peers their aniwers. 

Then clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their cheats, ^ 
That fpIaOi their walking betters inihe ftrcets ; 
And while by fraud, their native country's fold. 
Cry, " Drive you dog, and give your horfes gold:" -. 
Even Jews no bound* of Iwury rcfra'n, ^ 
Eut boil their chiiftian hams in pure Champaign. 

'Till then the guilty, that have caus'd thefe times^ 
Feci a fuperior cepfure for th^r crimes ; 
let all, whofe wrongs the face of mirth can bear. 
Enjoy the mnfes vcDgeanpe on ihcig^ here. 



X«^. 
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E P I I* O G U. E. 

T O T»E 

ORPHAN O.F C H I N A< 
Spoken by Mrs. Yates. 

np H R O* fiv^ long afls IVe worn my fighing face,^ 
-*■ Confio'd by critic laws^o nmei and plage j^ 
Yet that once done,. I ramble as I pleafe. 
Cry Lo.idoii Hoy ! and whiflc o'f r land and Teas 
--rLadies, excofe my drefs — 'tis true cbinefe. 
Thus quit of hufband, death, and tragic flrafp. 
Let 09 er.joy our dear fmall talk again. 

How could this bard fuccefsful hope to proye ? 
So many heroes,^-aad not one m love l- 
No Alitor here to talk of flames that thrill ; 
Tp fay the civi^l thing—** Ygur eyes Co kijl ! 

No ravifhcr, to force us to our will ! 

You've feen their eaftern virtues, patriot paffions. 
And now for fomething of their taile and falhions. 
OLord! that's charming— -cries niyLady Fidget, 
I ioiig to know it— — ^do the creatures vifit ? 
Dear Mrs, Votes, do, t^U us^-: well, how is it ? 

^irft, as to beauty ——fet your hearts at reft — 
They're all bcoad foreheads, and pigs cyti at be!!. 
And then ihey lead fuch ftrange, fuch foro^ lives !-« 
—A liule more at hbnje thai) EngljOi wives : 
Led the poor things (houifl roam, and prove untrue^ 
They all are crippled in the tiney ihoe. 
A hopeful fcheme to keep a wife from madding ! 
—We pinch bur feet, and yet arc ever gadding. 
Then they've no cards, no routs, ne'er take their flxng> 
And pin-money is an unheard of thing ! 
Then how d've think they wri^e — You'll ne'er jdivine,—- 
From top to bottom down in one ftrait line. [Mimiiks*, 
We ladies when our flames wecannpt fmother. 
Write letters from one corner to another. [Mimicksi 

One mode there is, in which both climes agree j 
I fcarce can tell^'mongfl friends then let it be*- 
•«-The creatures love to cheat as well as wc« 
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But blefs my wits ! I've quite forgot the bard ^ . 
A civil foul ! by roe he fends this card^— 
«* Prefents refpedls — to ev'ry lady here— — 

" Hopes for the honour of a fingle tear." 

The critics then will throw their dirt in vain, . 
Qne drop from you will wa(h out ev'ry iUin» 
Acquaints you—— (now the man is paft his fright) 
He holds his rout,— and here he keeps his night. 
AfTures you all a welcome kind and hearty. 
The ladies ihall play crcwns— and there's the (hilling 
party. [Poinfs to thi upftr GalUry* 



EPILOG UE, 

On the Blrtb'day of his Royal Highmfs the Duke of ; 
Cumberland. 

WRITTEN BY A PERSON STILING HIMSELF THS 
FARMER. 

Spoken by Mr. Garrick, at Dublin. 

^Tp I S not a birth to titles, pomp or ftate, 

* That forms the brave, or conftitutes the great* . 

To be the fon of George is Jult renown. 

And brother to the heir of Britain's crown ; 

Tho' proud thefe claims, at bed they but adorn ;; 

Fpr heioes cannot be, like princes, bom : 

Valour and worth mufl confecrate their name. 

And virtue give them to the rolls of fame. 

Hail to the vouth, whofe actions mark this year \ \ 

And in whofe nonour you aflemble here : 

'T)8 not to grace his natal* day we meet. 

His birth of glory is the birth we greet. 
How quick does his progreflive virtue run, , 

H«w fwiftufcend to its meridian fun 1 

Before its be^ms the northern ftorms retire, , 

And Britons catch the animating fire. 

Yet ruih not too precipitate, for know. 

The fate you urge would prove onr greateft woe p ; 

Religion, law, and liberty's, at flake 1 

Rcj^cfs your ardour, for your country's (kke* . 
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The life you prize not, Britain may deplore. 
And chance may take, what ages can't reilore. 

Oh! n^ay the gallant Cumberland but head. 
Such troops as here our glorious Willi am led I . 
Biold names, .in Britain's hiftory rcnown'd. 
Who fix'd her freedom on Hibernian ground; 
*Till death, imbatllcd, for their country ftood, ,, 
And made the Boyne immortal by their blood* 
Such were your fires, who ftill furvive in fame, , 
Such are the Tons, who would atchieve the fame. 

Young William, then, fhould rival trophies rai(^^^ 
And emulate our great deliv'rer's days ; . 
By equal adions, win the like applaufe. 
Alike their name, their glury, and their caufe. 

May heav'n's peculiar angel ftiield the youth. 
Who draws the fword of liberty and truth ! 
By him Britannia's injuries redrefe. 
And crown his toil, his virtue, wieh faccefs; 
Make him the fcourge of France, the dread of Rome^r 
The patriot's bleffing, and the rebel's doom. 

Then feize, Hibernia, feize the prefent joy. 
This day is facrcd to the martial boy ; 
The morrow fhall a different drain require. 
When, with thy Stanhope, all delights retire. 
And (a long polar night of grief begun) 
Tfiy foul fhall figh for its returning fun» 



Pr R O L,. Q G U E* 

TO 

C A T O. 

Spoken by Prince Gsorge, 

When his Royal Highnefa the Prince of JValeJ^S, 
Children perform'd the above Tragedy. 

*irO fpeak with freedom, dignity and eafc, 
* To learn thofc arts, which may hereafter pleafe^ 
Wife authoa fay— let youth in earlieit agC| 
Kebeari'c the poet's labours on^heiUge. 
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Nay more ; a nobler end is ftill behind. 

The poet's labours elevate the mind ; 

Teach our yoang hearts, with gen'rous fire to burq, , 

And feel tlie virtuous fentiments wt learn. 

T' attain thefe glorious ends, what play fo fit, ^ 
As that ! where all the powers of human wit 
Combine to digriify great Cato's name, 
To deck his tomb and confecrate his fame I 
Where liberty — O name for ever dear ! 
Breathes forth in ev'ry line, and bids us fear, \ 
Noi:j>ains, nor death, to guard our facred laws^.. 
Bat bcavely peri(l\ in our country's caufe. 
Patriots indeed ! nor why that honcft jiame. 
Thro' every time and ilation ftill the fame. 
Should this, fuperior to my years be thought. 
Know—- 'tis the fird great leflbn I was taught. 
What, tho' a boy ! it may with pride be faid, . 
A boy in England born, in England bred ; 
Where freedom well becomes the earlieft Sate, . 
For there ihc love of liberty's innate. 
Yet more— before my eyes thofe heroes ftand. 
Whom the great William brought to blefs this land ; 
To guard with pious care, that gen'rous plan. 
Of power well-bounded,— rwbich he firft began. 

But while my great forefathers fir? my mind. 
The triends, the joy, the glory of marvlpnd ; , 
Can I forget, that there is one more dear ? 
B«t he is prefent«-and I mull forbear*. 



EPILOGUE 

T O , 

CAT, O. 

SJ)okcn by Lady Augusta, and Prince Edwar^du 

Lady Augusta. 

T^ H E Prologue fill'd with fuch fine phrafes, 
^ George will alone have all the praifes i 
Unlefs we can (to get in vogue) 
Contrive to fpeak fm Epilogue. 



THEATRICAL B O U Q^UET., zjj 
Prince Edward, 
Georgb has, 'ts true, vouchfaPd to mention. 
His future gracious iotention, 
In foch heroic drains, that no man 
Will e'er deny his foul is Roman : 
But what have you or i to fay to 
The pompous feniiments of Cato I 
George is to have imperial fway ; 
Our tafk is only to obey : 
And truft me, I'll not thwart his will. 
But be his faithftil Juba Hill. 
—Though filler \ now the play is over, 
I wifh you'd get a better lover. 

Lady Augusta. 

Why,— not to under- rate your merit, 
Others would court with different fpirit : 
And I,— perhaps, — might like another, 
A little better than a brother ; 
Could I have one of England's breedings. 
But 'tis a point they're all agreed in. 
That I muft wed a foreigner. 
And crofs the fea — the lord knows where t 

— Yet let me go where*er 1 will, 
England ihall have my wilhes IlilU 

Prince £dward« 
In England born, my incHnacion, 
Like yours, is wedded to the nation : 
And future times I hope will fee 
Me general in reality. 

— Indeed ! I wifli to fervc this laod,^ 
Ir is niy father's flricl command, 
And none he ever gave, will be 
Mere clicarfuUy obcy'd by me. 
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PRO LOU EG 

T O 

M E R O P E. 

SPOKEN BY MR. QARRICK. 

TO U C H ' D be your generous hearts, to fpare 
this Play ! 
Where Mirlh wou'd laugh Humanity away. 
Two thoufand years our tale has fhock the ftage. 
And mov'd the hearts of Greece from age to age : 
Ev'n Alexander wept our queen's defpair. 
And, conqu'ror of a world, fat conquer'd, there,. 
Bid your brave hear:s explode ch' unimew'd fcene. 
Where Toys infult a people, born, to mean. 
From your warmed ilage, demand th' impalhion'd gIovr» 
That draws delight from death ; and ufe, from wop : 
Lifts, by depreffion ; trys the tortur'd mind. 
In griefs fierce fires ;. and brings her out refinM» 
Unbow'd by wrongs, bids viitae bear diftrefs; 
And rife ftlU fteadier, as new loads opprefs. 
Ladies ! (land firm, to paflion's tendered clainf 
Sighs are love's breezy powers, and fan his flame. 
Laughing Gallants may promifc merry lives : 
But, laughing hufbands make you weeping wives. 
They, whofe own hearts can feel, will treat yoars beft : 
And he give pain, who thinks it but a jeft. 
Nobly wept out,— *nor let ihame's erring bla(h 
Hold back the Aruggling tear, that longs to gafli. 

And you *, gay iparklers, often hours too ihort I . 
Ye foes to thinking, and ye friends to fport. 
Make it no joke when penfively diftreft. 
Sighs, in yon circle, fwell the beauteous breafU 
Force, to the fined face, fuch forrow lends : 
P.ity, and innocence, are bofom friends. 
No fmile, but love's, (hould meet the tear-toachM tye^^ 
Where, lodg'd on beauty, virtue's dew drops lie. 
But when deep anguifti (hakes a feeling mind, 
liow muH it akc, for laughter's heard behind I 

• • To the Beaux. 
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Why (hou'd men dream, that only mirth can pleafe ? 
No jokefol wag e'er laugh'd ofFlife'^ difeafe. 
Sick'ning to fadnefs, foon or late comes car« ; 
And he, who fly3 from thought, will mecc dcfpair, 
*Tis the pale coward's curfe, to ttart in vain ; 
And think, pollpoaing iscfcaping pain. 
Courage, that weighs misfortune, finds it light ; 
And, half. admitting, you difarm it quite. 
Oh, fave flrong fentimentg ; approve their flame ; 
And aid, with generous hand, the mufe's cla.m. 



AN OCCASIONAL 

PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

And fpokcn by Mr, Foote, at the Theatre-Royal 
in Drury-Lanc. 

TH B mary various objeds that amufe % 

Thefe hufy curious times, by way of news, > 
Are plays« eledlions, murders, loit'riei, Jews ; j 

All thefe compounded fly throughout the nation. 
And fet the whole in one great fermentation I 
True Briti(h hearts the fame high fpirits {how^ 
Be they to damn a. farce, or fight a foe. 
One day for Liberty the Briton, fires, 
The next he flames— *for Canning, or for Squires.' 
In like extremes your laughing humour flows ; 
Have ye not roar'd from pit to upper rcws, 
Aiid all the jell was,— what? — a fiddler's nofe *. 
Purfue your mirth ; each night the joke grows ftrongcr,. 
For as you fret the Man, his nofc looks longer. 

♦ The rerfon here infcndcj, is Monf. Grvetti, who hai been a . 
flindipg juke with i he uppcr-gallciy, for a lonp; time j:«ft, on ac* 
count of tie knpfh cf his nofc; bur, as I am inform'd, that no 
f?iiture of \\\% niinil is out of proi^ortion, uiilcfs it be that hit 
good cjualitics are extraordinary, 1 take this opportunity to men- 
tion, that it is cruel to render him uiwafy in the bufiuefs, in which . 
he 14 eminent, a.nd by which he muft get a iiveiihood. 

Anjong 



} 
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Among the trifles which occafion prate, 

Even ] roinctiir.e8y am in:'ttcr for debate. 

Whene'er my faults, or follies are the queflion^. 

Each draws his wit out, and begins dine>ftioQ. 

Sir Pefer Primro/f, fmirking o'er his tea. 

Sinks from himfelf and politicks, to me. 

Papers boy,— here Sir ! Tarn what news to-day ? 

Fooie, Sir, is advertis'd — ;what — run away! 

No, Sir, he ads this week at Drury-l ane; 

How's that (cries Fatii Grub) Facte come again ! 

I thought that fool had done his devirs dance ; 

Was not he hang'd fome months ago in France ?" 

Up Harts Machone^ and thus the room h.irangu'd ; 

*Tis true, his friends gave out that he was hang'd, 

Bot to be fure, 'twas all ahum, becafe 

I have fccn him fince, and after fuch difgracc. 

No gentleman would da^e to (how his face. 

To him reply'd a fnecring bonny Scot ; 

Yow rafin reet, my frynd, haung'd he was not. 

But neither you nor 1 caun tell how foon he'll gaang 

to pot. 
Thus each, as fancy drives, his wit difplays, 
Such is the tax each fon of folly pays. 
Qn this my fcheme ^hey many names beflow, 
'Tis fame, 'tis pride, nay worfe — the pockei^s low. 
I own I've pride, ambition, vanity, T 

And what's moie ftrange, perhap*,. you'll fee > 

Tho' not fo great a portion of it— modefty, 2k 

For you Til curb each felf-fufficient thought. 
And kifs the rod, whene'er you point a fault. 
Many my pafCons are, tho*-one my view. 
They all concenter, in the pleailng you. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

A M P - H I T R Y O Ni,. 
Reviv'd with alterations, 1756, 

THIS night let bnfy man no pltafure fpare : 
l^u hence be feardiing thought, and pining ctre % 

FjUL* 
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Far henCe whatever can agonize the foul. 
Grief, terror, ragp, ihe dagger, or the'bowl ! 
The comic mufc, a gay propitious povvV, 
To d nipted laughter gives the mirthful hour. 

The fcencs which Plautus drew, to-night we ihowp 
TouchM by Molierc, by Dryden taught to glow, 
Dryden ! — in evil dtys his genius roic. 
When vvit and decency were conftant foes : 
Wit then defil'd in manners and in mind. 
Whene'er he fought to plcafe, difgrac'd mankind. 
Freed from his faults, we bring him to the fair; 
And urge once more his claim to beauty's care. 
That thus we court your praife, is praife bcHow'd ; 
Since all our virtue from your virtue flowM. 

But tliere are fome — no matter where they /it. 
Who fmack'd their lips, and hop'd the lufcioos bit. 
Thefe claim regard, deny it they that can ' > 
•** The prince of darkne.'s is a gentleman !*' 
Yet why apologize 5 iho' thcfc complain. 
They're fnc to all the reft of DruryLane. 

''Jo thefe bright roxs we boalt a kind intent; 
We fought their plaudit, and their pleafure meant. 
Yet not on what we give, our fame muft rife ; 
In what wc take away, our merit lies. 
On no new force beflow'd wc found our claim ; 
To make Wit Hcnefl, was our only aim : 
If we fucceed, fome praife we boldly aik— — 
To make Wit Honeft, is no eafy tafk. 



EPILOGUE 

T O 

C L E O N E. 

WRITTEN BY WM. MELMOTH, ESq^ 

Spoken by Mr, Ross. 

J*T^ WAS once the mode inglorious war to wage '^ 

* With each bold bard that durft attempt the (lagc, C 

And Prologues were, but preludes to engage. 3 
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Then mourn 'd the mufe not ftory'd woes aloncj 

Condemned to weep, with tears unfeign'd« her own^ 

Pafl are thofe hoftile days ; and wits no more 

One undiilioguifli'd fate, with fools deplore. 

No more the mufe laments her long-felt wropgs» 

From the rude licence of tumultuoas tongues : 

In peace each bard prefers his doubtful claim. 

And as he merits, meets, or mifles, fame. 

*Twas thus in Greece (when Greece fair fcience bleft^ 

And heav*n-born arts their chofen land pofTeH). 

Th* aflembled people fate with decent pride, 

Patient to hear, and ikilful to decide ; 

Lefs forward far to cenfure than to praife. 

Unwillingly refus'd the rival bays. 

Yes, they whom candor and true tafte infpire. 

Blame not with half the paflion they admire s 

Each little blemifli with regret defcry. 

But mark the beauties with a raptur'd eye. 

Yet modeft fears invade our author's bread. 

With attic lore, or latian, all unbleft; 

DenyM by fate thro* claffic fields to ftray. 

Where bloom thofe wreaths which never know decay t 

Where arts new force from kindred arts acquire. 

And poets catch from poets genial fire. 

Not thus he boafts the breail humane to prove. 

And touch thofe f| rings which generous paffions move^ 

To melt the foul by fcenes of fabled woe. 

And bid the tear for fancy'd for rows flow ; 

Far humbler paths he treads in qucfl of fame. 

And trufts to nature what from nature came. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

E U G E N I A. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

TP O damn, or not—that is the queftion now, 
* Whether *tis beft to deck the poet's brow j 
With hands and hearts unanimous befriend him* 
Or take up arms, and by oppofing end him*—? 

Bat 
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But hold, before you give the fatal word, 
I beg that 1, as council, may be heai^. 
And what few council ever yet have done, 
I'll take no bribe, and yet plead Pro and Con* 
Firfl for the town and us — --4 fee fome danger. 
Should yott too kindly treat this reverend ftranger | 
If fuch good folks, thefe wits of graver fort, 
.Should here ufurp a right to fpoil your fporc ; 
And curb our llage fo wanton, bold, and free 4 
To the ftridl limits of their purity ; 
Should dare in theatres reform abufes. 
And turn our adlreffes to pious ofes ! 
Farcwel the joyous fpirit-ftirring fcene! 
Farewel the — the— you guefs the thing I meani 
If this wife fcheme, fo fober and fo new ! 
Should pafs with us, would it go down with you ? 
Should we fo often fee your well-known faces ?. 
Or would the ladies fend fo fall for places ? — — 

Now for the author— ——-His poetic brat 
Throughout the town occafions various chat; 

What fay the fnarlers ? 'Tis a French tranflation, 

That we deny, but plead an imitation. 

Such as we hope will pleafe a free-born nation. 

His mufe, tho' much too grave to drefs or dance. 

For fome materials took a trip to France ; 

She owns the debt, nor thinks (he (hall appear. 

Like our (jpruce youths, the worfe for going there : 

Tho' (he has dealt before in fportive fong, 

Thia is her firft ftage-flight, and t'woald be wrong, 

Nay poaching too, to kill your bards too young. 

Poets, like foxes, make beft fport, when old. 

The chafe is good, when both are hard and bold ; 

Do you, like other fpOrtfmen then, take heed. 

If you defboy the whelps, you fpoil the breed ; 

Let him write on, acquire fome little fame. 

Then hunt him, critics, he*U be noble game. 



PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BROTH ERS. 

WRITTEN BY MR. DODSLEY. 

Spoken by Mr. Havard. 

^1^ H E tragic mafe, revolving many a page 

* Of time's long records dravn from every age. 
Forms not her plans on low or trivial deeds. 

But marks the linking ! When fome hero bleeds^ 

To fave his country, then her powers infpire. 

And fouls congenial catch the patriot fire. 

When bold oppreflion grinds a lufFering land ; 

When the keen dagger gleams in murder's hand ; 

When black compiracy infcdls the throng i 

Or fell revenge fits brooding o'er his wrong : 

Then walks me forth in terror ; at her frown 

Guiit (brinks appall'd, tho' feated on a throne. 

But the rack'd (oul when dark fufpicions rend, 

When brothers hate, and fons with fires contend; 

When clafliing intcretls war eternal wage ; 

And love, the tendered paflion, turns to rage ; 

Then grief on tvciy vifagc Hands imprcil. 

And pity throbs in every feeling bread : 

Hope, tear, and indignation rile by turns, 

AnJ the (Irong fccoe with various paflion burns. 

Such is our tak*.— — Sor blulh if tears fliould flow ! 

They're virtue's tribute paid to human woe. 

buch drops new luilre to bright eyes impart; 

'J he filent wimefs rf a tender heart : 

Such drops adorn the noblcft her^xi's cheek, 

Ard paint his worth, in llrukcs that more than f^eakt 

Not he who cannot weep, but he Vvho can. 

Shews t!.c great foul, and prov.cs himfelf a man. 

Ytt do not iilly grieve at others pain. 
Nor let the tears of nature fill in vain : 
Watch the clcfe crimes from whence their ilia have 

grown, 
And from their frailties learn to mend year own* 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

T o 

E D WARD 

THE BLACK PRINCE, "* 

Spoken by Mr. Havard. 

np H E fons of genius fearch. thro* cvVy age, 
** For proper heroes to adorn the ftage : 
Here Greeks and Romans rife again to view. 
Again fight bravely, and their fame renew. 
Tne great unfhaken Cato here you fee. 
And Caefar falls for Englilh liberty. % 

No ftandard- virtue ripen'd yet on earth. 
But you behold it in a fecond birth ; 

To ftrike, imprcfs impel the vigorous min^. 

And gives ye all the boafls of all mankind. 

Such fpurs to glory— —if they glory raife, 
Deferve protcdion ■ ■ ■ nay, demand your praifc. 

Our bard to-night, no doubtful (lory brings. 
Of native, genuine Englilh feats he fings: 
Here no falfe varnilh glitters to furprife. 
But juft hiiloric truths in order rife; 
And fure chut tale mull have for Britons charms. 
That (hews you France fubduM by Britifli arms : 
Our lions traverfing their ravag'd plains. 
Their armies broken, and their king in chains. 

Our poet fir'd by England's ancient fame, 
(And humbly aiming at ereat Shakefpear's flame!) 
On candour*s judgment bids his hope:> repofe. 
Alike difdaining partial friends and foes. 
If his warm glow excites a patriot- zcaJ, 
If from )our eyes foft drops of pity Ileal ; 
If fears, hopes, forrows, rife with vary'd art. 
And by the hand of nature touch the heart ; 

There let him reign Be there his pow'r confefs'd. 

And gen 'rou 8 judges will overlook the reft ! 

With the humane and the exdltcd mind. 
The abfeut, and the^dead, indulgence find.> 
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Know then—— a parent breathing foreign air. 
This night commies his darKng to yout care, 
ts'o faftion's formM to proflitute applaufr, 
No art, no intVeil, to fupport his caufe : 
Ttic publick' honour 'ti^ his pride to truft. 
Nor can he think your voice will be unjud. 
Attentive hear, unprcjudic'd explore. 
And judge like Englifhmen— — he aiks no more. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

HONEST YORKSHIREMAN. 

'Tp H E great, the good, the wife, in ev*ry ige, 

•■• Have made a moral mirrour of the ftagc ; 
While, to the fname and fp\tt of taftelcfs fools, 
Terence ftill reigns a claffic in our fchoola : 
But now the Drama fears a fad decline. 
And peevifh hyp 'Critcs its fall combine. 
From ftagc to ftage, behold our author tofs'd. 
And but for you, his genius crufh'd and loft. 
No Wilks, no Booth 1 his labours to requite. 
He here takes fhelter, fludious to delight. 

But to our Farce- It has a double ai'm. 
To honour wedlock, and put fools to (hame. 
Folly and prejudice, too near a-kin. 
Supply pert coxcombs with eternal grin ; 
So in6nitt*ly ftupid is whofe mirth. 
They'll ridicule one's very place of birth. 
And cry, "An honcft Yorkfliirc-man ! a wonder!** 
Bit let them (hoot their bolts, let blockheads blunder. 
The glorious heroes of the Yoikihire line. 
To cime's laft period ihall iii annals (hine ; 
While fland'ring flaves, who would thofe honourt blot,: 

Shall unregarded live and die forgot. 

Nlean and unmanly is fuch partial fpite, 
Averfe to nature's laws, to reafon's light: 
All fellow creatures, fure, fhould focial bt; 
Nay, e'en to l^rutes we owe humanity. 

Our author does in virtue's caufe engage, 
Itt hopes to make her ihine upon the ftage 4 
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A modell entertainment we intend. 
Willing to pleafc, yet tearful to offend ; 
Indulge us therefore if you can't commend. 



} 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

D U C E IS IN HIM. 

Spoken by Mr. King, 

TH E deace is in him ! what the deuce 
(I hear yoa cry) can that produce t 
What docs it mean f what can it be ? 

A little patience and you'll fee. 

l]chold» to keep your minds uncertain. 

Between the fceneand you this curtain! 

So writers hide their plots, no doubts 

To pleafe the more when all comes out, , 

Of old the Prologue told the (lory. 

And laid the whole affair before ye ; 

Came forth, in fimple phrafe to fay, 

•* *fore the beginning of this play, 

•• 1 hapk'fs Polydore, was found 

** By hlhermen, or others, drownM ! 

«* Or 1, a gentleman did wed 

•« The lady I wou'd never bed : 

<* Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, 

•< Who's coming hither — to draw water.'* 

Thus gave at once the bards of Greece 
The cream and marrow of the piece ; 
Afking no trouble of your own 
To fkim the milk, or crack the bone. 

The poets now take different ways : 
E*in lit tbtmjind it out for Bap I 
And tragedy as well might fwagger 
Without blank verfe, or bowl, or dagger. 
As farce attempt the arduoiis uik. 
To walk abroibd without her inalk« 
A poet, as once poets us'd. 
To poverty was qoite reduc'd. 

Ml ^'^ 
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No boy on errands to be fent, 

On his o(vn me/Tages he went : 

And once with confcious pride and fhamc» 

As from the chandler*s-fhop he came, 

Under his thread- bare cloak, poor foul, 

lie cover'd— half a peck of coal. 

A wag (his friend) began to fmoke, 

George, tell us, >\ hat's beneath your cloak? 
Tell you 1 it were as well to (how,— 
1 hide it — that you ihou*d not know. 

Yet farce and title, one to t'other 
Should feem, like Sofias, a twin brother. 
Prologues, like Andrews at a fair, 
To draw you in, ihould make you dare. 

•* The notified 1 the only booth I— —walk in ! 

*' Gem'mcn, in here, jufl going to begin." 
And if our author don't produce 
Some character that plays the deuce ; 
If there's no frolic fenfe, nor whim. 
Retort, and play the devil with him I 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

DUPE. 

TH E pafh« of truth with fancy's flow Vs to (lrow» 
To teach ijnprovemcnt from delight to flow. 
The bards of old full bade the comic ftrain 
Wiih m;rth inflruft; with mora] entertain. 
No vice or folly that drfgrac'd the age, 
hfcap'd the daring poet's honell rage ; 
But fatire, uncontroll'd, purfuM her plan, 
Nor f opp'd at general li:.cs, but mark'd the Man t 
Ev'n features, voice, drefjf, gait, the fcene difplay'j, 
Ard living characters to fcorn betray'd. 

Such rude attacks be banifliM in our times. 
Be perfons facfed, but expos'd their crimes : 
For wife, and good, and poliOi'd as we are. 
We dill may And fome vicc8?-herc and thcij> 

Aai 
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And if a modern, in this pradent age. 
Dares to obtrude a moral on the (lage. 
Critics, be mild ; tho* unadornM our play,- 
Nor wifely grave, nor elegantly gay. 
How rude foe'er it (hocks not virtue's eye^ 
Nor injures the chafte ear of modefty ; 
Nor with foft blandishment bids vice allure. 
Nor draws the good in odious portraiture. 
Our fon of folly is of vice's brood. 
And willingly bids evil be his. good. 

Is there a wretch that views, without remorfc. 
The better path, and yet parfues the worfe. 
Proud of imputed guilt, yet vainly blind, . 
Calls folly fenfe ; vice, knowledge of mankind ; 
' Dup'd by the knave he fcorns and ndicules> 
Rul'd by the wanton whon» he thinks he rules ; 
This» this is folly ; a determin'd fool 
Provokes and jaftifiesoor ridicule. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

O R G O N O K O. 

. Alter'd by Dr. Hawksworth. 

TH IS night your tributary tears we claim. 
For fcenes that Southern drew ; a fav'rite name ! 
He toach*<i*your fathers* hearts with gcn'rous woe. 
And taught your mothers' youthful eyes to flow ; 
For this 'be claims hereditary praife, 
From wits and beauties of our modern days ; 
Yet, flave to cufiom in a laughing age. 
With ribald mirth he flain'd the facred page: 
While virtue's thrine he rear'd, taught vice to mock 
And' join'd» in fport, the buOcin and the fock: 
1 hade to part them 1— burll the opprobrious band- 
Thus Art and Nature, with one voice demand : 
O I hade to part them 1 bluflung virtue cries 5—-' 
Thus urg'd, our bard this night to part them trieA.'-^- 
To mix with Southern's, though his vcrfc afpire^ 
•He bows ' with rev Vence to the hoary fire : 

M 3 V(>xV 
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Such quiet 86 your foes fhall ne'er deftroy ; 
Then (hake off fears, and clap your hands for joy. 

PROLOGUE 

Ta THE 

CONSCIOUS LOVERS. 

WRITTEN BY MR. WELSTEAD. 

Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 

TO win your hearts, ard to fecure your praife* 
The comic writers drive by various ways ; 
By fubile flratagems they aft their game» 
And leave untry*d no avenue to fame. 
One writes the fpoufe a beating from his wifb. 
And fays, each ftroke was copy'd from the life* 
Some fix all wit and humour in grimace. 
And make a livelihood of Pin key's face : 
Here, one gay (hew and coftly habits tries. 
Confiding to the judgment of your eyes : 
Another fmuts his fcene (a cunning (haver) 
Suie of the rakes and of the wenches favour. 
Oft' have thefe arts prevail 'd ; and one may goefsy 
If praflis'd o'er again, would find fuccefs. 
But the bold fage, the poet of to-night, 
By new and defp'rate rules refolv'd to write ; 
Fain would he give. more jud applaufes rife. 
And pleafc by wit that fcorns the aids of vice : 
•The praife he fecks, from worthier motives fprings, 
Such praife, as praife to thofe that give, it brings. 

Your aid, moft humbly fought, then Britons lead,. 
And lib'ral mirth, like lib'ral men, defend i 
No more let ribaldry, with licence writ, 
Ufurp the name of eloquence or wit ; 
No mere let lawlefs farce onccnfur'd go. 
The lewd dull sleanin^s of a Smithficid (how. 
Kris yours, with breeding to refine the age. 
To challen wit, and moralize the flage. 

Yc-modeft, wife and good, ye fair, ye brave, 
Tc-night the chrmpicn of your virtues fave, 
Redeem from long contempt the comic name. 
And judge politely for your (country's fame. 

PRO* 
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PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

W I D O W ' D W I F E.^ 

Spoken by Mr. Holland. 

TO gain the public «r, the man of rhimes 
Should alvvays fpeak the language of the times ■; 
'And little elfe haih been of late in hearings 
Than terms and phrafes of eledioncerlng. 

Our author therefore fends me to affare ye. 
Worthy and free eleftors of old Drury, 
How happy he (hould prove, if it content you. 
That he be one of thofe who reprefent you ; 
The Hate Poetic, laws and legilhture, 
Like the Political, in form and nature ; 
Phoebus, the nine, and bards of reputation. 
King, peerage, commons of the fcribbling nation, '• 

Now from Parniflus* throne the prince of wit. 
It feems, hath ifTued out his royal writ 
For a new member. — No offence to give 
To a late worthy reprc^entatii^e ; 
Who, ris'n to favour, hath from us retreated. 
And 'mongH the lords of t'other houfe is fcated,— ^ 
His fervice loft, prefuming you may need him. 
The prefent candidate would fain fuccecd him. 

Not that he vainly boafts, en this occafion, 
He met encouragement from your perfuafion ; 
Or that both friends, who love, and foes who hate him. 
Have been unanimous to nominate him. 

*Tis for this loyal borough his affV^ion, 
Add patriot zca), that makes h^m riik th* election; 
To his conftituents fubjcft to controal ; 
With whofc good leave, he means to ftand the pall » > 
Trufting fecurc to their impartial choice : 
The town uncanvafsM for a fingle voice ; 
Nay, brib'd no brother bargefs bard of note. 
Nor by corruption gain'd one cridck's vote. 

Too proud to beg, too moJeft to demand. 
By merit only would he fall or ftand : 
Nor enmity nor friendfliip interfering. 
He only a^s a fair and candid hearin?,^ 

. . Ms ifr 
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If, after that, you (hould with fcorn rcjca him,. 
Or make- one honeft fcruple to eleft bim. 
He'll lay his unadvifed fchcme afide. 
And frankly own himfclf not qualified. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

JEALOUS W I F E> 

WRITTEN BY MR. LLOYD. 

Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

Tp H E Jealous Wife ! a comedy ! poor man ! 
* A charming fubjc£l, but a wretched plan ;, 

His (kittifh wit, o'erleaping the due bound. 

Commits flat trefpafs upon tragic ground. 

Quarrels, upbraidings, jealoufies, and fpleen,. 

Grow too familiar in the comic fcene. 

Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 

*Ti$ paiEon, pathos, charader, fublime ! 
k What round big words had fwell'd the pompous Ccene^. 

A king the huiband, and the wifi; a.queen ; 

Then might diflradion rend her graceful hair* 

See fightlefs forms, and fcream, and gape, and flare. . 

Drawcaniir death had rag'd without controul. 

Here the drawn dagger, there the poifon'd bowl. 

What eyes had flream'd at all the whining woe ! 

What hands had thunder'd at each Sa / and ho /. 

But peace ! the gentle prologue cuflom feDds» 
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends. . 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game. 
Our author flies, but with no partial aim* 
He read the manners, open as they lie 
Jn nature's volume to the general eye. 
Books too he read, nor blufli'd to ufe their flor9^ . 
He does, but what his betters did before. 
Shakefpeare has done it, and the Grecian flage . 
Caught truth of charader from Homer's .page. 

If in his fcenes an honed fkill is fliown. 
And borrowing little, much appears hiscwn; 
If what a mailer's happy pencil drew, 
He. Uin^s mere, forwiird ii^. drjunatic ntw. ; 

7#» 
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To your decifipn he Aibmits his caufe. 
Secure of candour, anxious for apphufe. 

But if, all rude, his artlefs fcencs deface 
The fimple beauties which he meant to grace ; 
If, an invader upon others Ian:?, 
H« fpoil and plunder with a robber's hand; 
Do. juftice on him !-^as on fools before — 
And give to blockheails paft one blockh ad more, 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

MA ID OF T H E OAKS.* 

Spoken by Mr« King» 

UNLIKE to ancient fame, all eyes, tongues, ears, "^ 
See modern fame, drefs'd cap-a-pa^ appears, S 
In Ledgers, Chronicles, Gazettes, and Gazetteers • J • 
,My foaring wings are fine ele^ion fpeechcs. 
And puffs of candidates fupply my breeches : 
My cap is fatire, criticifm, wit j 

Is there a head that wants it in the pit ? i^Jlinfi^ it, . 
No flowing robe and trumpet me adorn ; 
I wear a jacker, and I wind a horn, 
Pipe, fong, and paftoral, for five months paft, 
Puft'd well by me, have been the gen'ral tafte. 
Now Marybone fhines forth to gaping crowds! » 
Now Highgate glitters from her hill of clouds! 
St. George's Fields, with talle and falhion llruck, , 
Dlfplay * arcadia at the Dog and Duck ! 
And Drury Mifles — *« here in carmine pride, 
*• Are there paftoras by the fountain fide !" 
To frouzy bow'rs they reel thro' midnight damp?^ 
With Fauns half drunk, and DiiaJu bfeaking Liaips; ; 
Both far and near did this new whiip^y run. 
One night it frifk'd, forfooth, at Hlington ; 
And now, as for the public bound to cater. 
Our Manager muft have, his Feie Champetre, ■ 
How is the weather? pretty clear and bright ? 

[Looking fiiouK 
A norm's (he devil on Champetre night \ 

• Arcadia's Countefs, here in ermine pride, 

1% there Paflora bj a louncain fiJe. Forx^ ■ 

M 6 . Left. 
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Led it fhould fall to fpoil the aathor's fcenes, 

I'll catch this gleam to tell you what he means : 

He means a fhow, as brilliant as at Cox^s 

Lau^h fbr the pit — and may be at the boxes — — 

Touches of paiiion, tender, th:a^h not tragic. 

Strokes at the tiroes — a kind of lantern magic ; .^ 

Song, chorus, irolic, dance^ and rural play. 

The mcrry-ir. king of a wedding-day; 

Whole js this piece f — 'tis all furmife— fuggcftion— ^ - 
Is't his ?— (.filer's f^or your's. Sir ?— that's the qoeftion». 
The parent, bailiful, whimfical, or poor. 
Left it a puling infknt at the door-: 
'T.'.K : s kid on flow'rs, and wrapt iiv fancied cloaks,. 
And i.n the bread was written — Maid o'th' Oaks; 
The actors crouded round ; the girls carefs'd it, 
•* Lord ! the fwcet pretty babe !*'— they prais'd and { 

blcfb'd if, * 
The matter peep'd — fmii'd— took it in and drefsM it. 

Whatever its birih, protcft it from the curfc, 
Of being fmoiher'd by a parlfh nurfe ! 
As you're kind, rear it— if you're curious, praife it. 
And ten to one but vanity betrays it. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF THE 

BR OTH ERS» 

Spoken by Mr. S m i t h. 

VA R I O U S the ihifts of authors now-a-days. 
For cperas, farces, pantomimes, and plays ; , 
Some fccur each alloy of the town for wit. 
Begging, from door to door, each oifal bit ; 
Piunge in each cellar, tumble every flail. 
And feud, like taylors, to each houfe of call; 
Gut every ncvcl, llrip e£ch monthly mufe, 
And pillage poet's corner of its news : 
That done, they melt the Hale farrago down,. 
And fet their difli of fcraps before the town ; 
BoldJy invite you to their pilfer'd ftore. 
Cram ycu, then wonder you can eat no more. 
Seme, in cur.Hnglilh clftflitks deeply read, 
B^aofack the tooibs of the illulbious dead ; 

Hackaiy 
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Hackney the mufe of Shakcfpeare o'er and p'er. 
From (houlder to the flank, all drench 'd in gore.. 

Others to foreign climes and kingdoms roam,. 
To fcarch for what is better found at home : . 
The recreant bard, oh ! fcandal to the age I 
Gleans the vile refufe of a gallic (lage.. 
Not fo,.our bard— To night he bids me fay,. 
You (hall receive and judge an Engliih play. 
From no man's jcft he draws felonious praife, 
Nor from his neighbour's garden crops his bays ! : 
From his own bread the filial flory flows ; 
And the free fcene no foreign mailer knows i 
Nor only twders he his work as new ; 
He hopes 'tis good, or wou'd not give it you : 
True homely ware, and made of homely iluf, . 
Right Britiih drugget, honeft, warm and rough, , 
No flation'd friend he feeks, or hir'd applaufe; 
But conllitutes your jurors in his caufe. 
For fame he writes— fliou'd folly be his doom, 
Weigh well your verdidt, and then give it home, . 
Should you applaud, let that applauTe be true ; 
For, undeferv'd, it Ihames both him and yon. 

EPILOG U E 

T O 

SIR HARRY W I L D A I R, 
Biing the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee,. 

BY A FRIEND» 

VENTRE bleu ] vere is dis dam poet ? vere 
Garzoon ! me vil cut off all his two car : 

Jc fuis enrage now he is not here. 

He has aflront de French 1 le vilaine Bete ! . 

De French ! your befl friend 1 you fuffre dat ? 

Parblcu ! Mefficurs a ferait fort ingrate ! 
Vat have you Englifli, dat you can call your own ! 
Vat have you of grand pleafure in dis town. 
Vidout it come from France, dat vil go down ? 
Picquec, baflet ; your vin, your drefs, your dance; 
•Tis all you fee, tout alamode de Frano^, 
J>c beau dere buy a-hondre knick-knack ; 
He cany out wit, but feldom bring it back : 



} 
} 
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BiU den he brings a TnaiF-box hinge. To fmall 
De joint you cannot fee de vark at all. 
Cod him five piltoles, dat is flieap enough. 
In tre year it fal fave half an ounce of faoiflre* 
De coquet, (he ave her ratifia dere, P 

Her gown, her complexion, deux yeox, her kMrefe» > 
As for de cuckold— —dat indeed you can make. here* S 
De French it is dat teach de lady wear 
De ihort muff, wit her vite elbow bare ; 
De Beaux de large muff*, wit his fleeve down dcreJ 
Ve teach your vifes to ope dere hufband's purfes. 
To put de furbelo round dere coach, and dere hoffes*^ 
Garzoon ! ve teach you every ting de varle ; 
For vy den your damn poet dare tofnarle ? 
Begar, me vil be revenge upon his play, 
Tre toufan refugee (parbleu c'eft vray) 
Sal all come here, and damn him upon his tird day. 



re. J 

1 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

A L Z I R A. 

Spoken by Mr. Giffard. 

WHEN fome raw Paddler, from the waded fiiore, . 
Firft, dares the deepening ilream, and ventures o'er. 
Light on his floating cork, the wave he ikims ; 
And, wanton in his fafeiy, thinks he fwims. 
So, fliall AUira's fame our faults procedl : 
And, from your cenfure, fcreen our fear'd defed. 
f or— — ihou'd we ad, unfkill'd, the player's parts >,. 
We adl fuch fcenes — as force us, to your heans. 

What floods of tears a neighb'ring land faw flow^ . 
When a whok people wept Alzira's woe ! 
The loveltell eyes of France, in one pleas'd Qight, 
Twice charm'd, — rcnev^'d the ftd, the melting fbrain : 
Yet,— -hung— infawate — on the willing pain ! 
Thrice ^irty days, all Paris figh'd, for— fenfc ! 
Tumblers— flood Hill— and thought !— in wit's defence ! 



^ F9intiD^ to bis Finger^ 
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Ev*n pow'r defpotic felt, how wrpngs can move : 
And nobly wept— fo^ liberty, and love ! 

Can It be feared, then,— —that our gen'roos land. 
Where juftice blooms, and reafon holds coqunand ;. 
The foil of fcience ! where* bold truth is taught. 
This feat of freedom ! and this throne of thojigbt ! : 
Gan your applaufe, on foreign fong and dance. 
Yet, leive the praife offolid fenfe, to France! 
No— -—that's impoffible,— ^'tis Britain's claim^. 
To hold no fecond place, in tafte, or fame. 
In arts and arms, alike vifiorlous known, 
Whate'er deferves her choice, (he makes her own* 

Nor, let theconfcious power of Englifli wit 
Lefs feel the force becaofe the Frenchman wnt, . 
Reafon and fentiment,— ^like air and light. 
Wherever foufid, are nature's common right. 
--Since the fame fun gives northern climes their day^-. 
After the eaft, has, firft, rcceiv'd it's ray. 
Why fhould our pride, repel the mufes* fmile, 
Becaufe it dawn'd not, firft, upon our lile. 

Fraternal art adopts each. alien fame: 
Tlie wife, and brave, ace, every where the fame. 

From hoflile fentiments, let dtfcord flow ; 
But, they who think like friends, fhould have no foe^- 



P R O L O G U E 

TO THE 

SUSPICIOUS H U SB A 1* Di 

WRITTEN EY Mil. . 6 A R RI C K» 

WHILE other, culprits brave it to the laft. 
Nor beg for mercy till the judgai:nt*s paft : : 
Poets alone, as cpnfcious of their crimes. 
Open their trials with imploring rhymes. 
Thus cram'd with flatt'jy and low fabmfffion. 
Each trite dull prologue is the bard's petition* . 
A dale device to calm the critic's fury. 
And bribe.at once the judges aqd the jury. 
But what, avails fuch pooc repeated arts ? 
"Xhe whimp'ring fcribbkx iie'er can iouch your htntfi ; 

Not. 
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Nor ought an ill din'd pity to take place,— . 
Faft as they rife, dcflroy the increafing race : 
The veroiin elfe, will run the nation o'er— — • 
By faving one, you breed a million more. 

Though difappointed authors rail and rage ^ 

At fancied parties, and a leDfclers age. S 

Yet ftill has juftice triumph'd on the ftagc. J. 

Thus fptaks, and thinks the author of to-day* 
Ai^d faying this, has little more to fay. 
He aOcs no friend his partial zeal to (hew. 
Nor fears the groundlefs cenfures of a few ; 
He knows no friendihip can protedl the fool, , 
Nor will an audience be a party's tool. 
'Tis inconfiftent with a free-born fpirit, , 
To fide with folly, or to injure merit. 
By your decifion he may fall or ftand. 
Nor, though he feel's the laAi, will blame the hand* 



i: P I L O G U E 

To bt^fpoken in thi CharaSier of ToNV LuMPKiK. 

WRITTEN BV J. CRADDOCK, ES(^ • 

WELL now all's ended, and my comrades gone* , 
Pr.iy what becomes of mother's nonly /on f 
A hopeful blade I— in town 1*11 fix my ftation,_ 
And try to make a bluHer in the nai\on. 
As for my coufin Neville, I renounce her. 
Off— in a crack— ril carry big Bet Bouncers 

Why (hould I not in the great world appear ? 
I foon (hall have a thoufand pounds a year ; 
No matter what a man may here inherit, 
InXondon— 'gad they've fome regard to fpirit." 
I fee the horfes prancing up the (Ireets, 
And big Bet Councer bobs to all (he meets; 
Then hoikes to jiggs and paftimes ev'ry night— «^- 

Not to the plays they fay it a'n't polite. 

To Sadler's- Wells perhaps, or operas go. 
And once by chance, to the roratorio. 
Thus here and there, for ever up and down. 
We'll fet the fafhions too, to half the town \ 
• Tliu came too late to be fpokea. 

Attl. 
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And then at atiaions money ne'er regard^ 

Buy piftures like the great, ten pounds a yard ; 
Zounds, we ihall make thefe London gentry fay. 
We know what's damn'd genteel, as well as thty 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

A L Z U M A^ 

Spoken by Mr. Bensley. 

WHEN firft Columbus left thf Spanifti fhorcjj. 
In weftern climes new regions lo explore ; 
Soon a new world, beyond th' Atlantic maia» 
Difdofe the wonders of its vad domain ; 
A race of hien unlettered and untaught. 
Strangers to fcience, yet with virtue fraught.— 
No fchool they had of philofophic pride, 
And fimple reafon, was their only guide. 
That neafon in the paths of nature trod. 
And worfhipping the Sun, they meant a God t 
Frtc from the ills in polifti'd life that fpring. 
And gold with them was a ncglcdled thing. 

But Europe's fons felt gold's reiidlefs fway { 
To the new hemifphere they bend their way 5 
Thro' cv'ry region carry fword and fire. 
And bigot, rage, and avarice confpire. 
Zeal bore the crofs and poniard in its hand,. 
And mafTacre unpeopled half the land. 

Yet to unhappy men, to heroes flaiiit 
The Britiih mule denies her tragic flraiiu 
l^ryden alone let fall the gen'rous tear. 
And bade on Albion's flage the FeatJ!fer*<i Chii/s t^ftzti 
His voice fupprefs'd, no bard their fate has fung. 
Silent our fcene, and mute each tcnef ul tongue ; 
While Greece and Rome fwell'd our theatric (late,. 
And only cUfiic heroes could be great. 

This night our author, an advent'rer prown. 
Dares trace the virrues of the Torid Zone. 
If in his fcenes well painted paflion glow ; 
if there you view the drau<jht of human woe ; 

Britona. 
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Britons will mark, from fierce religious zeal, 
WksLt dread calamities weak mortals feel ; 
Will l\ear the indian—Hhough in error blind, 
Againft the pow'r chat would opinion bjnJ, 
Auert the freedom of the human mind. 

Ye crttics> to whom poets mttft be civil. 
As Indians worfhiPf out of fear, the devil. 
Of mod'ratc principles you'll own the merit. 
Nor hither bring a perfecoting fpirit. « 

Let modes of wit ibme toltration ihare ; 
Rome kills for error;— be it jours to fpare. 



PROLOGUE 

•TO 

A L Q N Z p. 

Spoken iby Mr. PalMU. 

WH I L S T ardent 2cal for India's rdbrmatxqo,. 
Hath fir'd the/picit ofa gen'roos nation | 
Whilfl patriots 9f:pr^ted h^ks co^iplfUn, 
And courtjers bribery to excefs arraign ; 
The maxims of Bengal lUU r.ule the i^%% 
The poets are your:ilaves fr/om,{^e toage. 
Like Eafl^rn Princes in this^hpufc yqu fit. 
The Soubahs and N«bobs of (uppliafit.wit ; 
Each bard his pjpefcnt briogs, whenihc ^raws ncar^ 
With prologue irf, he froths, your gracious car j 
We hope your clemency will (hine to«-day» 
For tho* defpoijc^geBtle ia yoyi fway. 
Thefe confciops wiUls, if they, cquld/pcik, would tciI^ 
How feldom by vx^ur doom, a pQet lell : 
tVoar mercy ofc/ufpcnds the critics laws. 
Your hearts are partial to an author's caufe. 
Plcas'd with fuch lords, content with our condittOSy . 
AgainA your charter we will ne'er petition. 
If certain folks ihould fend us a committee* 
(Like that which lately vifited the City) 
Who without fpedal leave of our dircftors. 
At the ilage door ihould enter as infpe^ors i 
Altho* their hearts were atm'd with triple fbraff* 
'.l^ro' our resiling fcenes they could not pafs, 

Lt()aib 



THEATRICAL BOUQ^UET. ^zs9 
Lions and dragons too keep watch and ward. 
Witches and ghofts the awful entrance, guard ; 
Heroes who xnock the pointed fword are htrc. 
And defperate heroines who know no fear ; 
If as Rinaldo ftout each mnn ihould prove^ 
To brave the terrors of ih' inchanted grovc^ 
Here on this fpot» the center of oiir ilate. 
Here on this very fpot they'd me^t their fate. 
The prompter gives the iign, and down they g^ i 
Alive defcending to the (hades below. 
To you whofe empire ftill may heav'n marntain. 
Who here by ancient right and cuHom reign. 
Our lions crouch, our dragons proflrate fall, . 
Witches and gholis obey your potent call* ^ 
Our heroines unUe on you with all their m^ght. 
Our bolded heroes tremble in your iight. 
Even now with anxious hearts they watch your eyes, 
Should yott but frown, even brave Ai<oKzo.dics. 



IP R O L O G U :E 

Om the opening of the mewiTheatre'Royalin Livtrpool, 
on Friday tbt ^th of June^ 1772. 

Spolstn by Mr. Youmo^b. 

WHEREVER commeice Tpxeads (he h%\^A^g(^K 
Letters and arts attend the.p«ofp^i;atts^alt|^ 
VfMttt Csfan finft.theie rogiona.did eyplpriT* . 
And northward .his triumphant Of^fea.tMtrf, 
Rude were Britannta*s ioms '^ j i? a ^ha^dygago* 
Their fai(h.idolairy, their life :the chafe. 
But foon as traffio^fix'd her -focial reign, ^^ 
Join'd pole to pole, and nau^ns- Ao lite maiq. 
Each art and fcience followed in.hcr train. 
Angufla then her pomp at largadifplayM, 
The. feat of majcAy, the mart of ^rade ; 
Thcf^jitiih'mufe unveird her^awfui mien, 
And Shajcefpear, Johnfon, f k»:her,- grac'd (he fcODf . 
Long too has Merley rol'd her golden tide. 
And feen proud \^SqU in her. iuubours ride : 

Oft 
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Oft on her hanks the mufe's Tons would roam. 
And wifh'd to fettle there a certain home ; 
Condemned, alas ! to hawk unlicenc'd bays, 
Counterband mumeries, and fmuggled plays! 
Your foft'ring care at length reliev'd their woes^ 
Under your aufplces, this (laple rofe. 
Hence made free merchants of the lettered world. 
Boldly advancing forth with fails anfurl'd, 
To Greece and Rome— «»Spain, Italy, and France, 
We trade for play and opera, fong and dance. 
Peace to his Ihadey who firfl purfu'd the plan ! 
You lovM the aflor, and yoo lov'd the man i 
True to htmfelf, to all mankind a friend. 
By honed means he gain'd each honed end'. 
You, like kind patrons, who his wiflies knew» 
Prompt to appland, and to reward them too, 
Ch>wn*d his lait moments with his wi(h obtain*d, 
A RovAL Charter, by yonr boanty gained. 

E P I L O G U E 

■ TO.. ; , > 

Z O B E D I E. 

WE L L fare the roan, peace to hb gentfc fhadcpi 
The ^bird who firit made Epilogues a trade I 
Elfe what a life an a£lrefs mud purfue. 
To weep and rave is all (he'd have to do; 
Upon the fttge, with waving paflions, fore, 
** To ftrut her hour, and then be heard no more**' 
Now after poifon, daggers, rage^ and death, 
\Ve*vr- come* again to take a Httle breath ; 
Banter the pit, fet belles and beaus at odds. 
And be a mere freethinker to the gods ; 
That in familiar drains the boxes maul. 
An Epilogue like gaming levels all. 
Not e*en poor Bayes within mud hope to be 
Free from the la(h— — his play he writes for me, 
** Tis true— and now my gratitude you'll fee." 
Why ramble with Voltaire to Eadern climes,. 
To Scythian lands and antiquated times ? 
Change bat the names, his tragedy at bed. .. 
Dlidcs into comedy, and turns to jed». 

A* 



} 



THEATRICAL BOUQJJET- 261 

As thus a ftaterman old aud out of place. 

Sour, difcontcnrcd, malice in his iace, 

(In thcfe hlell days we "but fuppofe the cafe) 

Flic* from 6t. James's to hi* own cftatc. 

To chew the wifdom of each part debate ; 

How in the houfe he made a glorious ftir. 

With.—** Sir, I move," and " Mr. Speaker, Sir!** 

Zobeide's his daughter Sophy : oh ! farewell ! 

For her each haunt that charms a modern belle. 

Adieu Almack*s ! Cornely's ! maf(juerade ! 

Sweet Ranelagh I Vauxhall's enticing (hade 1 

'Squire Groom makes love ! rich ? yes a vali domala 

Well bred ! the favage Scythian of the plain. 

The match is fix'd, deeds fign'd, the knot is ty'd, 

Down comes my lord in all his elittering pride ; 

And will my angel chufe this ruftic plan, 

O ! cuckold him by all means, Vm the man. 

Now mark our author*s ignorance of life : 

What not elope ! is that a modi(h wife ? 

Poor fo6l ? (he doubts, fays no, the hufband dies ; 

Now flab yourfelf, fays Bayes, but nature cries> 

How ! facrifice myfelf for vain renown ; 

John put the horfes too, and drive to town^ 

Vet, after all, excufe him, ladies pray. 

For fnrc there is fome nature in his play. 

The fiift attempt, let no keen cenfure blight. 

Hereafter he may foar a nobles flight. 

Drop one kind tear, give this that (lender token. 

And hither come till the Pantheon's open. 

E P J L O G y I 

T o 
C A T O, 

BY DR. GARTH. 

Spoken by Mrs. Porter^ 

WHAT odd fantaflic things :we iivomen dot 
Who wou'd not liften when^onug lovers woo ? 
Bat die a maid, yet have the chpic.e .of .two ? 
Ladies are often cruel to their :Co(l; 
To give you pain, themfelves they ponifli noft. 

Vow« 
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Vows of virginity (hould well be weighed ; 

Too oft they're cancel] 'd, tbo' in convents made. 

"WottM you re^^ngc fuch raih refolves— you may ^ 

Be fpiteful—and believe the thing we fay^ V 

We hate yoa when youVe eafily laid nay, j| 

How needlefs, ifyoii knew us, wete your fears; 

Let love have eyes, and beauty will have ears. 

Our hearts are formM as yon yourielves would -cbbfe^ . 

Too proud to a(k« too humble to refufe : 

We give to meriti and to wealth we felli 

He fighs with rood fuecefs that fettles well. 

The Woes of wedlock with the joys we mix, 

'Tis beft repenting in a coach and fix. 

Blame not our condudly fince we but purfae' 
Thofe lively leiTons we have learn'd from yoa : 
Your breails no more the fire of beauty warms* 
But wicked wealth nfurps the pow'r of charms | 
What pains to get the gaudy thing yo\i hate. 
To fwell in ihow, and be a wretch in fiate ? 
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow ; 
Ev'n churches are no fanduaries now : 
There golden Idols all your vows receive. 
She is no goddefs that has nought to give. 
Oh ! may once more the happy age appear, 
When words were artlefs, and the thoughts fincere ; 
When gold and grandeur were unenvyM things. 
And courts lefs coveted than groves and fprings. 
Love then (hall only mourn when truth complains^ 
And conftancy feel tranfport in its chains. 
Sighs with (xiccefs their own foft anguifh teH, 
And eyes (haU utter what the lips conceal ; 
Virtue again to its bright fiation climb. 
And beauty fear no enemy but time. 
The fair fiisll lilten to'defert alone. 
And every Lucia find a Caco's fon. 

"£ P i L O G U E* 

TO THE 

SISTER. 

WRITTEN BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bulkley. 

WH A T five long aas-and all to make na wifir i 
Our Authorefs fure has wanted an advifer, 

HaA 
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Had file confulted me, flic ihould have made 
Her moral play a fpeaking mafqueradc. 
Warm'd up each buflling fcene, and in her rage 
Have emptied all the ereen-room on the ftaige. 
fAy life oq'l, this had* kept her play from unking 
Have pleas'd our eyes, and fav'd the pain of thinking* 
Well, iince fhe thus has (hewn her want of (kill. 
What if I give a mafquerade ?— I will. — 
But how ! ay, there^s the lub ! (faufing) I've got my cae» 
The world's a mafquerade j the maiquers, you, you, you. 

[To Boxii, Pit, GatL 
Lud ! what a groupe the motley fccne difclofes ! 
Falfe wits, falfe wives, falfe virgins, and falfe fpoafes t 
Statefmen with bridles on ; and, clofe befide 'em^ . 
Patriots, in party coloured fuits, that ride 'em. 
There Hebes, turn'd of fifty, try once more. 
To raife a flame in Cupids of threefcore. 
Thefe, in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deferting fifty, fallen on fifteen. 
Mifs» not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon^ 
Flings down her fampler, and takes up the woman : 
The little urchin fmiles, and fpreads her lure» 
And tries to kill ere (he's got power to cure. 
Thu9 'tis With all — their chief and conflant care 
I« to feem every thing — but what they are. 
Yon, broad, bold, angry, fpark, 1 fix my eye on. 
Who feems t'have robb'd his vizor from the lion. 
Who frowns, and talks, and fwears with round parade;. 
Looking, as who ihould fay. Damme / who*j afr^d. 

\Mimcki9g9 
Strip bat his vizor ofF, and fure 1 am, 
Yon'll find his lionfhip a very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate. 
Perhaps to vulgar eyes beilrides the flate ; 
Yet when he deigns his real fhape t' aflume. 
He tarns old woman, and bellrides a broom. 
Yon patriot too, who prefies on your fight. 
And feems to every gazer all in white ; 
Ifwith a bribe his candour you attacl^ 
He bows, turns round, and whip— the man'i a black« 
Yon critic too — but whither do 1 run ? 
If I proceed, oar bard will be undone ! 
Well then, a truce, fince fhe requeds it too ; 
Do you fpare her, and I'll for once fpare yop. 
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PROI.OGUE 

TO THE 

GAMESTERS. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

WHENE'ER the wits of France take pen in hand. 
To give a (ketch of you, and this our land ; 
One fettled maxim through the whole you fee— 

To wit their great fuperiority.! 

Urge what you will, they Hill have this to fay. 
That you who ape them are lefs wife than they. 
'Tis thus thefe well bred Letter-writers ufe us, ^ 

They trip o'er here, with half an eye perufe us ; \ 

Embrace us, eat our meat, and then abnfe us. 5 

When this fame play was writ, that's now before ye. 
The Englifh ftage had rcach'd its point of glory I 
No paultry thefts difgrac'd this author's pen, '\ 

He painted Englilh manners, Englifh men ; \ 

And fornf'd his tafte on Shakefpear and old Ben. J 
Then were French farces, fafhions, quite unknown, 
•Our wits wrcftc well, and all they writ their own : 
'Thefe were the times when no infatuation, '\ 

No vicious modes, no zeal for imitation, % 

Had changed, deform'd, and funk the Biitifh nation* j 
Should you be ever from yourfelves ellrang'd. 
The Cock will crow, to fee the Lion chang'd I 
To boaft our liberty is weak and vain. 
While tyrant vices in our bofoms reign ; 
Nor liberty alone a nation faves, 
•Corrupted freemen are the worft of flaves« 
Lee Pruflia's fons each Englifh breaft inflame $ 
O, be our fpirit, as our caufe, the fame I 
And as our hearts with one religion glow, '^ 

Let us with all their ardors drive the foe, / 

As heav'n had raisM our arm, as heav'n had giv'n theC 
blow ? ^ 

Would you re.kindle all your ancient fires, 
£!ttinguifh firft your modern, vain deiires ; 
Still it is yours, your glories to retrieve, 
Xop but the branches, and the tree ihall live : ' 

Witk 
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With thcfe erecl a pile for facrifice ! 
And in the midll^ — throw all your cards and dice! 
Then firfl the heap, and as it finks to earth, 
The Bri.ifh genius (hall have fecond birih ! 
Shall, Phcenix-like, rife perfect from the flime. 
Spring from the dud, and mount again to fame ! 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

BRITANNIA, a Masc^ub. 

SPoKENtIbY MR. GARRICK. 

Jn the Character of a Sailox, fuddled and talking to 

him/el/. He enters ^ figging. 

H01V fUaJant a Sailor's life pajp^s ■ ■■ 

WELL, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow; 
A Sailor, half fcas o*er— *s a preit)' fellow \ 
What cheer, ho ? Dj I carry too much fail ? 

\T'o the Pit. 
Jlo— tight and trim— I feud before the gale — 

[He Jlaggtrs forivardy then flops. 
But foftly tho* — the veffel feems to heel : 
Steddy ! my boy — Ihe mull not (hew her keel. 
And now thus ballallcd— what courfe to lleer ? 
Shall I again to fea, and bang Mounfeer? 
Or (lay on (hore, and toy with Sail and Sue 
Doll love *cm, boy ? — By this right hand f do ! 
A well rigg*d girl is (\xit\y moll inviting : 
There's nothing belter, faith — fave flip and fighting: 

I mull away 1 mud 

What ! (hall we fons of beef and frejdom (loop. 

Or lowV our flag to flavery and foup I 

What ! fliall i\iQ[c parly-'vous make luch a racket. 

And { not knd a hand to lace thiir jacket ? 

Still (hall Old England be ydur Frenchman's butt? 

Whene'er he (hufiics, we (hould always cut. 

ril to 'em, faith — avafl— before I go — 

Have not 1 prorais'd Sail to fee the ihow ? 

{Pulls out a Play bill. 
From this fame paper we fliall underiland 
What work's lo-nigbt— I read your printed hand ! 



I- 
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iFiril let's refrcni a hit— for faith I need it^ 
J'Jl ukc one fugar plumb— and then Vl\ read it. 

[Tahj /erne Toba€c§. 
[fie reads the Play hiil cfZ^t^i^nnbicb nuat 
aded that ei^ening. 

•« At the Theatre Royal- Drury-Lane - 

•" Will be prefcn-ta-ted a Tngcdy caird— ^ 
•* S A R A H. " 
iTm glad *tis Sarah — Then our Sail may fee 
iter namclakc*s iragcdy ; and as for me, 
J'll ilecp as found as if I were at fja. 

'-^ To which will be added, 
«« A new M A S Q^U E. " 
bounds ! why a Mafque? We Sailors hate grimaces; 
Above board all, we Icorn to hide our faces, 
JJut what is here fo very large and plain ? 
•** Bri-ta-kia '*— oh Britania ! — good again— 
Huzza, boys ! — by the Royal George I fwear, 
Tom Coxen, and the crew, ihall llrait be there, 
illl {it^ born ic.uls mull take Bri tania's part. 
And give hrr three round cheers, with hand and heart ! 

[Gcwg cf, he ^ ops. 
I wifli you landmen though, would leave your tricks. 
Your Tadlions, parties, and damn'd politics ; 
^nd, like us honeii tars, drink, fight, and iing ! 
True to yourfelves, your country, and your king ! 
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FALSE DELICAC 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICIC. 

Spoken by Mrs. Dancer. 

WHEN with the comic mufe a bard hath dealing. 
The trafSc thrives when thc.c's a mutual feeling; 
Our aothcr boafls that well he chofe his plac, 
FalTc modeftyl — himfelfan Iriftinian. 
As I'm a woman, fomewhat prone to fatire, 
V\\ prove it all Bull, what he calls nature ; 
iind you Vm fure, will join before vou go, 
'i^ majil falfe Modefty, — from Doblin ho ! 
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Where are thefe Lady Lambtons to be found ? 
Not in thefe riper times, on Englifh ground. 
Among the various flow'rs which fwectly blow. 
To charm the eyes at Aimack's and Soho, 
Pray does that weed, Falfe .Delicacy, gro^v? 

O, No.— 

Among the fair of fafliion, common breeding, 

Is there one bpfom where Love lies a bleeding f 

In olden times your grannams unrefin'd, '\ 

Ty'd up the tongue, pat padlocks on the mind ; L 

O, ladies, thank your flars there*s nothing now confinM. J 

In love you Englilhmen,— there's no concealing. 

Are moft like Winwoith, fimple in your dealing | 

But Britons in their natures aie their names, 

Are difPrent as the Shannon, Tweed, and Thames* 

As the Tweed flows, the bonny Scot proceeds, 

Wunds flaw and fure, and nse obftru6tion heeds; 

Though oft repulsed, his purpofe ftill bauds fell, 

Stecks like a bur, and wuns the lafs at lath 

The Shannon, rough and vigorous, pours along. 

Like the bold accents of brave Paddy's tongue : 

Arrah, dear creature— can you fcorn me fo ? 

Call your fweet eyes upon me, top and toe ! 

N(5t fancy me? Pooh — that's all game and laughter, 

Firll marry me, my jewel ! — oh I— you'll love me after. 

Like his own Thames; honell John Trot, their brother. 

More quick than one, and much lefs bold than t'other. 

Gentle, not dull, his loving arms will fpread ; 

But Ilopt — in willows hides his bafli'^ul head ; 

John leaves his l.oine, relblv'd to tell his pain 5 

Hefitates — I — love,— Fye, Sir,— 'tis in vain,'— 

John blufhes, turns him round and whittles home s _ 

Well !, is my painting like ? — Or do you doubt it ?•— 

What fay you to a trial ?— let's about it. 

Let Cupid lead three Britons to the field, 

And try which Aril can make a damfel yield ? 

What lay you to a Widow f — fmile confent. 

And (he'll be ready for experiment. 



me again. J 



N2 l.^V. 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

C L E ON E. 

WRITTEN -BY MR. SHEN8T0NI. 

WE L L, Ladies ! — fo much for the tragic flylc : 
And now the cuftom is— to make you fmile, 
*** To make us fmilc ! 1 he.ir Flippanta fay, 
•* Yes— we h?.vc imird indeed — through half thcr play : 
** We always laugh; when bards, demure and fly, 
•* Boftow fuch mijihty pains— to make us cry. 
** And truly, to bring lorrow to a cri/is, 
••« Mad-folks and murder'd babes are — (hrewd devices. 

•• The captain gone three years — and then to blame 
*• The vcflal conduct of his virtuous dame 1 
** What French what En,i»Iilh bride would think it trearoa 
«« When thus accub'd— to give the brute fomc reafon ? 
^* Out of my houfc — this night, foifooth— depart I 
** A modern wife had fa id —with all my heart : 
*« But think not haughty Sir, I'll go alone I 
•* Order your coach, — conduft me iafe to town » 
••« Give me my jewels — wardrobe — and my maid— 
** And pray lake care, my pin-money be paid : 
«« Elfe know, 1 wield a pen — and, for his glory, 
«* My dear's domeUic feats — may fhinc in ftory I 

«* Then for the child — the tale was truly fad— 
-«* But who for fuch a bantling would run mad ? 
•* What wife, at midnight hour inclinM to roam, 
** Would fondly dri-g her litrle chit from home? 
•• What has a n.othcr with her child to do? — 
-«« Dear brats — the Nufery's the place for you V 

Such are the ftra ns of many a modell fair ! 
Yet memoirs— not of modern growth — dcclr-rc 
The time has been, when mcdeAy and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth ; 
Ere in the Dice-box Ladies found delight. 
Of fwoon'd for lack of Cards on funday night ; 
When women hid their necks, and veil'd their faces, ^ 
Is'or romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ftar'd, at public places j > 
Kor took the airs .of Amazons*>for traces i j 

When 
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When plain domeAic virtues were the mode. 
And wives ne'er dreamt of happinefs abroad, 
6utchcar*d their offspring, Ihun'd fantallic airs. 
And, with the joys of wedlock, raixt the cares. 

Such modes are part — yet fure they merit praifc j. 
For marriage trhimphM in thofc wafTel days : 
No virpin figh'd in vain, no ftars arofe, 
Led holy wars ihould caufc a dearth of beaux : 
By chafte decorum each aft'cCition gained ; 
By fdith and fondncfs, what (he won, maintainM. 

*Tis your's, ye fair ! to mend a thnughtlefs age^. 
That fcorns the prefs, the pulpi*, and the ftage I 
To yield frail hufbands no pretence to llray : 
(Men will be rakes, if wo.iien lead the way) 
To iboth — but truce with thefs preceptive lays ; 
The mufe, who, dazzlM with your ancient praife» 
On prcfent worth and modern beauty tramples. 
Mull own, (he ne'er could boaft more bright examples*. 

EPILOGUE 

UPON 

PROLOGUE S. 

WRITTEN BY MR, COLMAK, 

WH A T horrors 611 the tragic poet's brain. 
Plague, murder, rape and incc(l, croud his train ;, 
He pants for miferies, delights in ills. 
The blood of fathers, mothers, children fpills ; 
Stabs, poifons, mallacres ; and, in his rage. 
With dagger.*, bowls, and carpets, Hrews the ftage, - 

Our gentler poet, in foft opera bred, 
Italian crotchets Tinging in his head. 
Winds to a profp'rous and the fine-drawn tale. 
And roars— but roars like any nightingale— ^ 

Woman, whato'er (he be — maid, widow, wifc—^ 
A quiet woman is the charm of life. 
And fure Ccphifa was a gentle creature, 
Full of the milk and honey of good-nature. 
Imported for a fpoufe— by fpou:e rcfus'd I 
Was ever maid fo (hamefully abus'd ? 

• A4Jreifing the Boxes*- 

N 3 A:al 
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And yet, alas 1 poor prince ! I coaM not blame bxm- 

Oi\c wife, 1 knew, was fall enough to tame him. 

Ifitiena and Tiinanthe5, and Olynthos, 

Might all be happy— for I chofe Chcrinthus, 

But what a barbVous law was this of Thrace ! 

How cruel there was each young lady's cafcl 

A virgin, plac'd upon the dreadful roll, 

A haplcfs virgin muft have flood the poll j 

But Ly Timanthes made a lucky bribe* 

Jimena prudently difqualify'd. 

Ladies, to you alone our author fue?, 
' lis you) 8 to chc'iih, or condemn his mufe. 
The theatre's a mirror, and each play 
ijhould be a very locking-glafs, they fay ; 
His 1( oking-glafs rcfl.fls no moles or pimplej. 
But fhewi you full of graces, fmiles, and dimples. 
If you approve yourfelves, refolvc to fpare— 
And critics ! then attack him« if ye dare. 



PROLOGU E 

TO THB 

MAID OF BATH* 

WRITTEW BV MR. OARRlCIC. 

WH O but has read, if you have read at all. 
Of one they Jack the Giant-kilJer call : 
He v»SL6 a bold, flout, able bodied man, 
To clear the world of fee, faw, fum, his plan. 
Whene'er a monfler had within his power 
A young and tender v»rgin to devour, 
To cool his bloody Jack, like a fkiiful fargeon. 
Bled well the monller, and releas'd the virgin : 
Like the beR do6lors, did a method Kara 
Of curing fevers, never to return. 
Mayn't I this Giant killing trade tenew f 
I fave my virgin, and my momler, too. 
Though I cau't boafl, like Jack, a lifl of flain, 
I wield a lancet, and can breathe a vein ; 
To his herculean arm my nerves are weak. 
He deft his foes, I only make mine fqaeak ; 

At 
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As Indians wound their flaves to plcafe liie courc^ 

I'il tickle mine, great firs, to make you fport. 

To prove myfelf an humble imitator. 

Giants arc vices, and Jack IlanJs for fat Ire : 

By tropvS and figures, as it fancy fuits, 

PalHons rife monilers, men fink down to brutes;. 

All talk and write in allegoric diclion, 

Court, city, town, and country run to fidion !. 

Each daily paper allegory teaches — 

Placemen are loculls, and contractors leaches; 

Nay c*cn Change Alley, where no bard repairs, ^> 

Deals much in liclion to pafs ofF their wares ; C- 

For whence the roaring there ? from bulls and bears ^ ji> 

The gaming fo jIs are doves, the knaves are rocks, 

Change- Alley bankrupts waddle out lame ducks I 

BuCy ladies, blame not your gaming fpoufes. 

For you, as well as they, have pigeon-houfe6 ! . 

To cl^.ange the tigii re— formerly Tvc been 

To llraggling follies only whipper-in ; 

By royal bounty raisM, I mount the back 

Of my own hunter, and 1 keep the pack :. 

Tally ho 1 a rank old fox wj now purfue. 

So ftrong the fcent, vou'll run him. full in view :* 

If we can't kill iuch orutes in human flupe. 

Let's fight 'cm, that your chickens may efcape ; 

Roufe 'em, when o'er thuir tender pr«y they're grumbling,. 

And rub their gums at leall, to mar their mumbling. 



EPILOGUE 

TO- THE 

BROTHERS. 

WRITTEN BY MR, CUMBERLAND. 

Spoken hy Mrs, Yates. 

WH O but has fecn the celebrated ftrlfe. 
Where Reynolds calls the canvafs into lif<: ; 
And, 'twixt the tragic and the comic mufe. 
Courted of both, and dubious where to chufe, 
Th' immortal adtor (lands ?— here we cfpy 
Aq awful figure, pointing to the fty ; . 
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A grave, fublimc, commanding form (he bears ; 

And in her zone an un0ieath'd dagger wears. 

On t'other fide, with fwect, attradive inien» 

The playful mufe of comedy is feen: 

She, with a thoufand foft, bewitching fmiles, 

Miflrefs of love, his yielding heart beguiles ; 

(For Where's the heart fo hardened, to withftand 

The fond compulfion of fo fair a hand ?) 

Oh ! would (he here beflow thofe winning arts ! 

This night we'd fix her empire in your hearts ; 

No tragic pafli ^ns ihou'd deface the age. 

But all (hou'd catch good humour from the flage I 

The ftorming hufband, and imperioas wife, 

ShouM learn the dodlrine of a quiet life : 

The plodding drudge (hou'd here at times refort» 

And leave his flupid club and (lummy port ; 

The pen five politician, who forefces 

Clouds, dorms, and tempeds, in the calms of peace ; 

The fciibbling tribe, who vent their angry fpleens 

In fongs, prints, pamphlets, papers, magazines ; 

Lucius, and Anti-Lucius, Pro's and Con's, 

The lill of Placets and of Phcet-nons; 

I'hc moi bing vulgar, and the ruling great. 

And all who ilorrn, and all who (leer the (late; 

Here fliould forget the labours of the day. 

And laugh their cares, and their complaints away : 

The wretch of Jonathan's, who cru(h'd with (hame. 

Crawls lamely out from India's defp'rate game. 

Safely might fpeculate within thefe walls ; 

For here, while you approve, (lock never falls : 

Pleas'd then indulge the e(Forts of to-night. 

Nor grudge to give, if you've receiv'd, delight. 



PR O L O G U 

TO T H B . 

L Y A R. 

WHAT various revolutions in oar art. 
Since Thefpis fird fung ballads in a cart I 
By nature fram'd the witty war to wage. 
And lay the deep foundations of the iUge, 



Frooi 
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From his own foil that bard his pi£lures drew : 
The gaping crowd the mimick features knew. 
And the broad jeil with fire eledtr c flew. 
Succeeding times, more poliih'd and refin*d». 
To rigid rules the comic mufe confin'd : 
RobbM of the natVal freedom- of her fong, ., J 

In artful roeafures now (he floats along ; j 

No fprightly fallies roufe the flamb'ring pit,. 
Thalia grown mere archited in w!t» 
To doors and ladders has confined her cares» 
Convenlcfit clofets, and a fnug back-flairs ; 
'Twixt her and fatire has diflblv'd the league. 
And jilted humoor to ebjoy intrigue. 
To gain the fuflf^rage of this poIifliM age. 
We bring to night a ilranger on the ftage ; 
His fire De Vega ; we confefs this truths 
Left you miftake him for a Britifli youth. . 
Severe the cenfure on my feeble pen, 
Ncgledling manners, that flie copies men : 
Thus, if I horn or ha^ or name report, 
'Tis Serjeant Splitcaufe from the ions of eoort ; : 
If« at the age that ladies ceafe to dance, 
Ta romp at Ranelagh, or read romance, 
I draw a dowager inclin'd to man. 
Or paint her rage for china or japan,. 
Tiie trae original is quickly known,, 
And Lady Squab proclaimed throughout the towa^ 1 
But in the following group let no man dare 
To claim a limb, nay, not a Angle hair : 
What gallant Briton can be fuch a fot. 
To own the child a Spaniard has begot. . 



EPILOGUE, 

TO THE 

W I D O W ' D W I F E^. 

BY A FRIEND. - 

WHENE'ER phyficians wrangle with each other, - 
And college-dons ftiutout each liccns'd brothcrr- 
Should they throw fquibs, made up of Latin fcraps^ 
And come to pulling^wigs, as women caps ; 

N-5 ^\^xt^ 
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The fick cfcape,— Death will not lay about him ; 
He hau more honour than to work withoQt 'em. 
Should you. (/o ike Pit) whofe ikiii and wifdbm we ac-^ 

knowledge. 
The fellows of this old dramatic college, 
(No matter what the caufc of difputation,) 
Crowd hither ev'ry night for altercation ; 
The bard, half dead before, enjoys the fpoit^ 
Gets ftrength each day, and is the better for't, . 
Warm'd >\ith this fubjeft, let your fancies play^. 
And me, by licence, make ^ Dodor, pray ; 
Suppofe this gown, a fuit of velvet, plain. 
With a gold button, and this fan, a cane ; 
My cap a formal tye, moft wifely big, 
O, nc— I had forgot— a fmart bag wig : 
No phyiic-bufhes now are feen in town ; 
For all the (igns, yon know, are taken down ; 
Call me licentiate, fellow, what you will, 
1*11 feel your pulles all,-:-and -i^row^ my ikrll. 

The pplfcs of the boxes firfl I feel,— 
And by their beating will their thoughts reveal ; 

{She ails the Deilor feeling ttfuifu 
Languid and low— Wild man's old falhroQ^d flory 
Was much too nervous to be fet before ye. 
For twelve long years, a tender wife forfaking^ .■• V 
Worn out with wand'ring,and what's worfe, with raking: V 
Then to remrn,— he was not worth the taking. j 

As for the pulfes of my friends above — 
They thump for joy— when fpoufes kife and love.^— 
BJefs their young hearts, — what means tkis palpitation! 
Each mifs's blood is now in agitation ! 
Each quick pulfation for NarcitTa beats ; 
When (he went off— ihey fcarce cou'd keep their feats. 
When Lombard talk'd of biibcs,— .how felt yon that? • 
tome pulfrs in this honfe wenc-'plit, pat, pat, 
\\ this our night's prefcriptlon ^6i liave talCen, 
Witbcttr wTy faces, or your heads much fhakcn ; . 
If you perceive feme charadcr, fome wit. 
With plot and humour— f «<?«/«« yi^f/Yi . 
Mix'd up with fal-volatile of fatire. 
Let it—quotidie nc^e Tfpetatvr,^-^ 
'lis by our noilroms, you are kept alive: 
f ivfoc the regnnea of Dcdor Cliti, 
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EPILOGUE 

to THE 

DOUBLE GALLANT,, 

OR, THE 

SICK LADY'S CURE. 

\\T ELL, Sirs ! I know not how the play may pa6, . 
^^ But in my humble fenfe, — our bard's an al^ j 
For, had he ever known the leaft of nature, 
H*had found his Double Spark a difmal creature : 
To pleafe two ladies, he two forms put on, 
As if the thing in (hadovvs cou'd be done : 
The women really two, and he, poor foal ! but one. 
Had he revcrs'd the hint, h' had done the feat. 
Had made th' Impoflor credibly complcat ; 
A fingle miilrcfs — might have Hood the cheat. 
She might to fcveral lovers have been kin^, 
Nor (Irain'd your faith, to think both pleas *d zn<\ blind.. 
Plain fcnfc had known, the fair can Icve rcccivo, 
With half the pains your warmefl vows can give. 

But, hold ! Vm thinking I miflske thi matter ; 

On fecond thoughts : The hint's but honeft latire;; 

And only meant t'expofe their modiih fcnfc. 
Who think the fire ot love's -but impudence. 
Our fpark was really modeft ;— when he found 
Two female claims at once, he one difown'd ; 
Wifely prefuming, tho* in ne'er fuch hifte. 
One wou'd be found enough for him at lail. 

So that to fum the vihole 1 think the play 

Defervcs the ufual favours on his day ; 

If not he fwears he'll wfiie the next to muHc, 

In Doggrel rhymes wou'd make or him, or yen, fick, . 

His groveling fenfe, Italian air (hall crown. 

And then, he's fure, ev'n nonfcnfe wiil godo.vn. 

But, if you'd have the world fuppofc the llagc 

Not quite forfeken in this airy age. 

Let your glad votes our needlefs fear confound, 

And fpeak in daps as loud for fenfe, as found. 



H6 
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EPILOGUE 

TO T H B 

WISHES. 

Spoken by Mifs Elliot. 

WELL, (he has had her frolic ; and has made 
A precious ufe of this fame wifliing trade I 
Ah ! Ifabcl, was ever girl like thee ? 
So rafh ! — this comes of not confulting me—* 
And yet (he has her Harlequin, her— (piih !) 
Dame Baucis ladle was a wifer wifh. 
But flop repioach,— -if 'tis our fex's fate. 
To yield too foon, and to repent too late ; 
And to fpeak truth it might have ended wor(e» 
To fome, you know, indulgence is a curfc*. 

Pray ladies do not you be too fevere 
Upon her cafe — remember Manto's here. 
Think, are there no deiires that lead to pain? 
Have you no wi(he& to unwifh again ? 
Come, come, I know your hearts, the fairy's powV 
By you had been exhaufled in an hour. 

For yoQ my blades. Til tell you in a trice 
Your wi(hc3— horfes, women, wine, and dice; 
Here Manto — run and fetch me — let me fee — 
"Why fome amongft you might have wilh'd for me: 
Vr'hat then ? why then, after a deal to do. 
You'd e'en rclcafc me and the fairy too. 

You hcedlefs men !«*?you know not what you'd have;. 
Sufpend your mirth one moment, and be grave; 
Let me diiedl your thoughts to worthier things— 
Wifli every bleiling to the beft of kings ; 
Wi(h that the fair he deftines rf» his torone 
May bring a heart as worthy as his own ;,. 
Wifh that eternal ble^iogs from above 
May crpwn their virtues and reward their lore. 
Then when the bleeding world (hall talte of peace„ 
And Briiifh valour bids deftruftion ceafe; 
Reviving art.fliall flourifli at command, 
And fcitnce fpring beneath a fov'reign's hand ; 
Whilft he, fuprcme, gives ftruggling virtue birth, 
An4 opens ev'ry avenue to worth } 
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Brings modeil genius forth, into the day. 

And fweeps each petty tyrant from its way : * 

Then wit (hall find a pafTage to the flage. 

And reafon mend the pleafures of the age;^ 

Contempt no longer be the poet's lot. 

And this be ixtt as ^^^i-^ other fpot. 



E.PILOGUE 

TO THE 

DISCOVERY.. 

WHAT (Irange odd maggots fill an author^s pate I 
A female court of juAice — rare conceit ! 
Ladies I give you joy of your new flations, 
I think you've had a trial— of your patience. 
What five long a^s, and not one pleafant fallyr ! 
But grave Sir Anthony's attempt to rally*- 
No ^rightly rendezvous, no pretty fellows, 
No wife intriguing, nor no hufband-jealoos ! ' 
If to fuch innovations you fubmit. 
And fwallow tame morality for wit ; 
If fuch dull rules you let a woman teach, \ 

Her next attempt, perhaps, will be to— >preacb» 
I told her (for it vexM me to the heart) 
Madam— excufe me ■ ..I don't like my pirt^. 
'Tis out of nature— never drawn from life. 
Who ever heard of fuch a paflivc wife ? 
To hear fo much,— 'tis not in Hefh and blood-^ 
Such females might have liv'd before the flood. 
But now the charader will feem fp flat. 
Give me threats, tears, hyfterics, and all that-^;- 
If this don't work upon my Lord, I hope 1 

You'll fo contrive the plot — I may elope. 
Take my advice, 1 think I know the town. 
Without fuch aids your piece will fcarce go down* 
Hold, friend, flie cry'd — I think I've hit the way 
To reconcile both fcxes to the play ; 
For, while the prologue bids our own be fov'reignf,. 
The fcenes inftrufl the other how to eovern, 
A harmlefs plot— with credit to difmifs 
TJiie piece— you know the Ladies never hifs*. 
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And tho' they fhoald condemn it, yet the men fure 
Will leave a woman's faults to women's cenfore. 
They prone to meaknefs, charity, and love. 
Are always filent where they can't approve. 
Bat if at load applaufe we dare to aim. 
It is the men mud ratify oar claim. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

A U T H O R. 

WRITTEN BY A LADY, 

Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 

WE LL— thank my ftars, that I have done my taflc. 
And now throw off this aukward, idiot mafk* 
Cou'd we fuppofc this circle fo refin'd. 
Who feek thole pkafures that improve the mind, 
Cou'd from fuch vulgarifm feel delight. 
Or laugh at charaders fo unpolite ? 
Who come to plays, to fee, and to be feen ; 
Not to hear things that (hock, or give the fpleen ; 
Who fhi)ti ao opera^ when they hear 'tis thin ? 
«* Lord I do you know ?" fays lady Bell — '• I'm told 
<« That Jackey £>apple got fo great a cold 
** Laft Tuefday nighty — there wa'n't a Creature there ^ 
«< Not a male thing to hand one to one's chair ! 
«« Divine Mingotti I what a fwell has (he I 
<< O 1 fuck a fullinuto upon B I 
• «« Ma'am, when (he's quite in voice (he'll go to C." 
«* Lord- 1" fays my lady Engli(h — ** here's a pother I 
«« Go whfre Qkt will, I'll never (ce another." 
(Her ladyfliip half choak'd with London air. 
And brought to town to fee the (ight— and ftare) 
** Fine finging that ?— -I'm fure its more like fcreaming ; 
** To me, I vow, they're all a pack of women ! 
•« Oh Barbarel—Inhumanal— Tramontane I *- 
*' Doernot this creature come from Pudding-lane !— - 
«* Look, look, my Lord !— (he goggles !— ha, ha pray be 
*^ DearladyBcll^forihamc! You'll make a riot, [quiet; 

!' Why 



i 
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<^ Vfhy will they mix with us to make thb roat ? 
<' Bring in a Bill my Lord» to keep 'em out.'* 
" We'ir have a lalie Hd, faith 1" my Lord nspJied; . 
*^ And ihut out all that are not qualified/'— 
Thus ridicule is bounded like a ball. 
Struck by the great, then anfwer^d by the fmall ; 
While we at times, return it to you all. 
A flcillful hand will ne'er your rage provoke ; 
For though it hits you, you'll applaud the ftroke; 
Let it but only glance, you'll never frown ; 
Nay you'll forgivi:» tho*t knocks your neighbour d9wn» 



} 



EPILOGUE, 

Defign^ by Mr. ^ooTE, foY thi Tragedy of the 
EARL OF ESSEX. 

[Spolin as to the author at his entrance. 

WELL ! well ! .I'll do your bufine'fs honeft friend; 
'Tis your firfl piece, in time perhaps yonu^ll mend. 

{Comesfor-ward. 
Ladief and Gentleman, 
The author by me prefenP^ a petition. 
Which he begs may be read with your gracious permifflbn*. 
It fets fortlf, that in DubHn -(f know not how true) 
He puird dowh old hoofer, and built them up new ; , 
That on April the flrfl, (he forgctteth the.year) 
Of the day of the month he is certain and clear ; 
As he temper'd his mortar and handled his hod. 
There pop'd in his head a new fency and odd ; 
*rwas, that building an houfe was like writing a play; . 
That both works were created th» "vzsy fame way; 
That the portal was prologue to fhcw the folks in ; 
That the hall and the entry open'd the fccne ; 
That the plan was the ftairs to lead you throughoaty 
By an intricate, puzzling, yet uniform route ; 
That the plot mull as deep as the cellar be laid. 
Be as (lout as llrong beer and tranfparent as mead ; 
That clofets and cupboards, and fuch things as thefe^ 
Were incidents -proper to fill tTp the pi^ce • 
And that ilucco^ano* pointing tvere in thb l^flr place, 
'^ilt language and fentiment, fpirit and grace \ 
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That the trowel and mortar were of (ingalar ofe, 

To plaifter fome patron, to favoar the mufe. 

Fraught with lefTons like thefe our poet began ; 

What d'ye think of his houfe ? and how like ye his plan ? 

The building, 'tis true, is but gothic and rude, 

hut yet for all that, the materials are good j 

And who knows, when your bounty has polifh'd his lay, 

But this bricklayer may prove a Vitruvins one day ; 



} 



Come, 'tis worth the experiment— favour his play 
Full five flories high he has mounted his hopes. 
But critics take care,— he's on a ladder of roges ; 
Should ye cut but one cord, you'll crufh all his bones ; 
Adieu bricklayer and bard, — there's an end of poor Jones* 



EPILOGUE 

TO 

A L F R F D.- 

Spoken by Mrs. Clive. 

WH I L E our grave hermit, bufy above (lairs, . 
Employs his ferious head on date aFairs, 
Gallants, look here — faith I have play'd the rogue, . 
And ftole his wand — by way of Epilogue. 
You critics, there below, had beA be civil : . 
For I, with this fame rod, can play the devil ; 
Tye all youx bufy tongues up, one by one. 
And turn what (hare of brains you*have — to flone: 
The beau's foft (kull convert to folid rock— 
What then ?— the wig will always have its block* 
But for the men of fad and folcmn face. 
The deep dark fages in or out of place. 
Who rouft in port and politics delight. 
Small change, God knows, will make them (lataes quit^* . 
The ladies too— but now thefe witlings fneer— 
No, fair ones, you (hall meet no infulc here t 
I only hint my power— -that, if I lift, 
I yet can charm ycu two long hours from whift. . 
But, cards are ready, you are all befpoke*- 
To fjpoil a dozen drums, would be no joke» . 
Befides, 'twould be mere arbitrary, fway; 
Such a& o£ old, was ui'd at Nero's; play,. 
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Who when he fung and fiddled to the town, 

Still as his Aibjedls yawn'd, would knock them down* 

No, Sirs ; to gain a heart, we mud not teize : 

Who would engage it, firft (hould aim to pleafe. 

This part be mine : and, if I now fucceed 

To my own wifli, you will be pleasM indeed, J 

Then— for a trial : thus, I wave my hand. 

To prove the power of this inch anting wand» 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SCHOOL FOR LOVERS* 

Spoken before the Dance, by Mrs. Yates and 
Mr. Palmer, in the Charaflers of Araminta 
and Modely. 

Araminta. 

WELL, ladies, am f right, or am \ not ? 
Should not this foolUh paffion be forgot ; 
This fluttering fomething, fcurce to be tyi^xe^% 
Which pleads for coxcombs in eaclT female brcaft ? 
How mortified he look'd ! — and looks fo (till. 

\Turning to Modffj^^ 
He really may repent— —perhaps he will 

Modely. 

Will, Araminta? Ladies, be fo good, 

Aran's made of frail materials* flelh and blood. 
We all offend at fome unhappy crifis. 
Have whinis, caprices, vanities — and viccs^ 
Your happier fex by nature was defign'd^ 
Her lad beft work, to perfefl human kind. 
No fpot, no blemifh the fair frame deforms. 
No avarice taints, no naughty pailion warms 
Your firmer hearts. No love of change in you 
E'er taught defire to ftray. 

A R A M I N T A. 

[ All this is true* 
Yet ftay ; the men, perchance, will call it fneer. 
And fome few lacUes chink you not iin^ere. , 
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For your petic'on, whether wrong or right. 
Whatever it be, withdraw it for to-night. 
Another time, if I ihould wane a fpoufe, 
1 may myfelf report it to the houfe : 
At prefent, let us flrive to mend the age ; 
Let juilice reign, at lead upon the (lage. 
Y^here the fair dames, who like to live by ru!c. 
May learn two lelFons from the Lover's School. 
While Caclia's choice inftrufts them hew to chufe^ 
And my rcfufal warns them to refufe. 



EPILOGUE 

TO T H 1 

CONSCIOUS LOVERS. 

Spoken by Mr. Shuter, in the Charaftcr of a 
Man- Midwife. 

[Enters ivith a CbiU* 

WHOE'ER begot thee has no caufe to blufli : 
Thou'rt a brave chopping boy — nay hufli, ha(h, 
hufh. IChild critu 

A workman feith ! a man of rare difcretion, 
A friend to Britain, and to our prnf ffion ; 
With face fo chubby, and with looks fo glnd, 
O rare roaft Beef of England ! — here's a lad f 

[Shewing bimt 
Child cries again* 
Nay, if you once bejErin to puke and cough. 
Go to the nurfe. Within, here, take him off. 
Well, heav'n be prais'd, it is a peopling age. 
Thanks to the bar, the army, and the (lage; 
The nation profpers by fuch joyous fouls, 
Hetice fmokes my table, hence my chariot rolls*. 
Tho' fome fnug jobs from furgery may fpring, 
Man-midwifry, man-midwifiy's the thing. 
I^can (hou*d I be, e*en as my own anatomy. 
By mere cathartics, and by plain phlebotomy. 
Well, beiides gain, befides the power to pleafe, 
Bcfides the mufic of fuch birds as thefe. [^fiakes afurf^. 
It is a joy refinV, unmix'd, and pure, 
Xo liear the praifcs of the graufu! ^oor. 



} 
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This day comes honeft TafFy to my houfe^ 
Cot plcfs hur, hur has favM hor poy and fpoute. 
Hut fav'd my Gwinifred, or death had fwallow'd Hur, 
Tho* creat-krand, creat-krand-krand child to Cadwal- 

lador. 
Cries Patrick Touzle'em, — I'm bound to pray, 
You've fav'd our Sue in your fame phy/ic way. 
And further (hall I thank you yellerday. 
Then Sawny came and thank'd mc for my love, 
(I very readily excus'd his glove) 
He blefsM the Mon, e'en by St. Andrc.v's crofa. 
Who cur'd his bonny beam, and blythfome lafs. 

But merriment and mimickVy^a-part, 
thanks to each bounteous hand, and gcn'rous heart 
Of thofe who ten 'eriy takepity's part ; 
Who in good-natur'd aAs can fweetiy grieve, 
S>wft to lament, but fwifter to relieve. 
Thanks to the lovely fair-ones, types of heav'n. 
Who raife, and beautify, the bounty giv'n ; 
But chief to him, * in whom diflrefs confides. 
Who o'er this noble plan fo glorioufly prcfidcs. 



DIALOGUE- EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

CARELESS HUSBAND. 
Spoken by Lady B, Modish, and Ld. Foppingtow: 

^ ^ failing. 

Attack thefops, and give a loofe to railing. 
Of all the. parts in life, the pdrt mod oddiQi 
Is furcly that—— [Pcinting affeaedly atbim.. 

Ld. Fop.] of lady Betty MooiiH ! 

I grant you, Madam, there's no part in town 
Is half fo odd'" 
Ly. Bet.]- " Except Lord Foppingtom. 

,Ld, Fop ] A hit, I'faith lei's fairly try together, . 

And weigh your pride 
^ Bet.]— — againll your lordfhip's feather, 

♦ Earl of Northumberland. 



} 
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Ld Fop.] A feather's light indeed, I xnuA agree ; 

But not fo light as woman's vanity. 

Ly Bet.} Hold there my Lord, I fancy you*ve forgoU 

Yea wear a folitair, and (houlder knot. 

For what's that wig comb'd prim around your face ? 

For what, that coat all o*er bedaub'd with lace ? 

For what, the farce of all your drefs befide I 

For what, my lord,— but vanity and pride ? 

Ld Fop.] O ! fplit me, rat me, flap my vital breath f 

This woman's tongue will taik a man to death. 
Ly Bet.] For pride, my Lord, and to attradlthc throng. 

Your gilded chariot rolls in pomp along : 

Within you loll with carelefs air, and eafy, 

And think you charm each female eye that fees ye. 

1 vow, for my own fingle part, that I 

As foon could love a gaudy butterfly; 

A while they teaze us, and then dilappear ; 

But fops are drones that plague us all the year. 

And buz their tender nonfenfe in one's ear. 
Ld Fop.] Her clack is ftill ; If poffible Til try. 

If 1 can put a word in by the bye ; 

Faults I may have, yet dill I am no (hani, 

Ady drefi discovers what i truly am. 

A pj^or infipid thing tl.at's made for fhow ; 

For fenfe,— none thinks to find it in a beau* 

But a coquet'c a two«legg'd walking cheat, 

Whofe every look, and motion is deceit* 

At cv'ry glafs you meet, your airs you try. 

To fmile afFedied, and to play your eye ; 

Your cheeks are reddened with vermillion art. 

To make your face as falfe as is your heart ; 

Nay, ev'n your drefs is falfer than your face, 

An(i your own works put of for Flanders' lace. 
Ly Bet.] A truce, fince both our 'fcatcheoas have a 
Zi/Fop] And we but play the kettle and the pot, [blot^ 
Ly Bet.] By us be warn'd, ye fair, be warned yc beaut I 

For merit lies not in embroider'd clothes. 

Ld. Fop.] Within beftow your fin'ry andexpence. 

And lace your minds with virtue and with fenie ; 
Ly Bet.] Coquets alone are caught in coxcombs fnaret^ 
Ld Fop. J And only coxcombs prize coquettiih airt. 
Jy Bet.] In our Sir Charles and in his virtuous wife^ 
I^Fop,] Behold two patterns for the marriage life. 
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Zy Bet.] Like her»,gallants, may all yoor wives be fam'd, 
Ld Fop.] Your hufbands, ladies, like £r Charles reclaim'd. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SPANISH BARBER. 

SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY D. GARRICK^ Z%(l^ 

Spoken by Mifs Farren. 

WHAT various modes prevail in various parts. 
And to indulge our pafTions what flrange aris ! 
To cheat the Old, the Young exert their ikill» 
And often cheat themrdvei to have their will : 
In Spain to lock np girls it is their plan ; 
To pick the locks, the Barber is the man ; 
He, foe proteft to age, friend to young bloods. 
Oft leaves the blinded Argus in the fuds ; 
And while warm youih wich trembling beauty flics. 
With news and lather, fills his ears and eyes ; 
The old-one chuckles, thinks all fafe within. 
Nor feels his foiehead grow, while reap'd his chin! 

In France there needs no fubtle go-between ; 
Huibands and wives are ne'er together feen ; 
Or fhould by chance thofe eafy couples meet, 
In balls, plays, operas, gardens, or the ilreet. 
No frowns exchanged, each freedom gives and grants ; 
Monfieur has madams, madam her gallants. 

In Italy, the climate is fo warm, 
Cupids, like gnats, throughout the country fwarm. 
And fting both old and young — but in that nation. 
No patient fuffers long an inflammation ; 
Huloands themfelves the men of fkill invire. 
And Ceciflieo DoAors cure the bite. -« 

For hearts inflam'd where get our fair their cure ? 
Here love's prime minifler's a French Frifeur \ 
To each commodious art politely bred. 
While he works up, he turns the female head: 
From the fame land the millinery crew, 
Fini(h the lady's head, and hun)and's too ;— 
Intrigues, once dreadful, as our tafte improves. 
Now eafy iit, and fit us like French. glovef«— 
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But to be grave — if (our old-age with care. 
Will lock up, with their 2old, the captive fair - 
We hope the Tons of freeaom not fo few. 
Nor fo be-devil'd, be-macaronicd too, 
But fome old-^fadnonM folks will lend their aid. 
And with their country free each captive maid i 
For what is golJ or beauty in a nation, 
Unlcfs you give it a free circulaion ? 

Should it be faid (alas ! with truth) that fome 
Among the fair ramble too far from home. 
In giddy whirls forget their fex and ftatc. 
Then let each G adder feel a different fate ! 
Let there no female Rakes in Britain be. 
Nor female Slaves — but let us all agree. 
That thofe coo loofe be fall, and thofc too faft be free 



J 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SIEGE OF A CLU ILEA. 
Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

WFI E N Philip's fon led forth his warlikq band. 
To die, or conquer, in a diflant land ; 
To fan the fire, a martial raufe he chole ; 
From Homer's fong a new Achilles rofe ! 
When generous Athens her prime trophies won, 
Vanquilh'd Dariuj, and Darius* fon. 

The llage breath'd war the foldiers bofom burn'd. 

And fiercer to the field each chief returned : 
Now, when the world refounds with loud alarms. 
When viAnry fits plan'd on Britain's arms, 
Be war our theme : the hero's glorious toil. 
And virtue fpringing from the iron foil ! 
Our fcenes prefcnt a fiege in ilory known ; 
Where magnanimity, and valour ihone : 
If nature guides us, if the hand of truth 
Draws the juft portrait of a Roman youth. 
Who, with the befl and nobleft paflions ir^dp 
In the fame moment, conquered and expir'd ; 
Perhaps your hearts may own the pidur'd woe^ 
And from a fonder (burce your iorrows Oqw : 

Whilft 
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Whilft warm. remembrance aids the poet's flrain. 
And England weeps for Englifli heroes flain. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

PHILASTER, 

Spoken by Mr. King. 

T^7 H I L E modern tragedy, by rule exadl, 
^^ Spins out a thin- wrought fable, a6l by a£l. 
We dare to bring you one of th?fe bold plays. 
Wrote by rough Englifh wits in former days ; 
Beaumont and Fle.chcr ! thofe twin ftars, that run 
Their glorious courfe round Shakefpear's golden fun j 
Or when Philafter Hamlet's place fupply*d, 
OrBeffus walkM the llage by FaKhfTs fide. 
Their fouls, well pair'd, Ihot fire in mingled rays. 
Their hands together twin'd the focial bays, 
'Till falhion drove, in a refining age. 
Virtue from court, and nature from the dsige. 
Then nonfenfe, in heroxks, fcem'd fublime ; 
Kings rav'd in couplets, and maids figh*d in rhime. 
Next, prim, and trim, and delicate, and chafle, 
A ha(h from Greece and France, came modern ta/le. 
Cold are her fons, and fo afraid of dealing 
In rant and fuilian, they ne'er rife to feeling. 
Oh, fay, yc bard, of phlegm, fay, where's the name 
That can with Fletcher, urge a rival claim ? 
Say, where's the poet, train'd in pedant fchools, 
Equal to Shakefpear, who o'erleap'd all rules ? 
Thus of our bards we boldly fpeak our mind ; 
A harder taik, alas, remains behind : 
To-night, as yet by public eyes unfeen, 
A raw, unpradis'd novice, fills the fcene. 
Bred in. the city, his theatric flar 
Brings him at length, on this fide Temple Bar ^ 
Smit with the raufe, the ledger he forgot, 
jfftJ fwbtH he njurote his namej he made a blot* 
Him while perplexing hopes and fears embarras. 
Skulking (like Hamlet's rat) behind the arras« 
^e a dramatic fellow-feeling draws. 
Without a fee, to^lcad a brothcr*s canfc 



288 THEATRICAL BOUQ^UET. 
Genius is lare ; and while oar gr:9t comptroller, 
,Ko more a manager, turns arrant llroller. 
Let new adventur'?rs your care engage. 
And nurfe the infiant iiaplings of the ilage ! 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

X-OVE'S LAST SHIFT, 

OR, THE 

FOOL IN FASHION. 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND. 

Spoken by Mr. Verbruggen, 

'\KT I T bears fo thin a crop thi? duller age, 
^^ WeVe forc'd to glean it from the barren (lagc : 
Ev'n players fledg'd by nobler pens, take wing 
Themfelvcs, and their own rude compofures iing. 
Nor need our young-one dread a (hip- wreck here ; 
Who trades without a (lock, ha« nought to fear. 
In ev'ry fmile of yours a prize he draws ; 
And if you damn him, he's but where he was* 
Yft Where's the reafon for the critic crew, 
With killing blafts, like winter, to purfue 
The lender plant, that ripens but for you ? 
Nature, in all her works, requires time, 
Jvindnefs, and years, 'tis makes ihc virgin climb. 
And flioat, and haflcn to th'expefted prime; 
And then, if untaught fancy fail to pleafe, 
Y' inllrtd the uiiiing pupil by degiees; 
By gentle Icfl'cns you your joys improve. 
And mould her aukward paflion into love, 
Lv'n folly hus its growth : Few fools are made; 
Ycu drudge and fwcat for't, as it were a trade. 
*Tis half the labour of your trifling age, *^* 
To fafhion you fit fubjtds for the ftage. 
Well ! if our author fail to draw you like; 
]n the firfl draught, )ou're not t'exped Vandyke. 
What tho' ro mailer-flroke in this appears, 
Yet fome may featuies find refembling vheiri. 

Nor 



} 
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Nor'do the bad alonehis colours ihare $ 

Negleded virtue is at lead (hewn fair, 

i^nd that's enough o' confcience for a play'r. 

But if youM have him talce a bolder flight. 

And draw your piftures by a truer light. 

You muft yourfclvcs, by follies yet unknown, 

lofpire his pencil, and divert the town. 

Nor judge, by this, his genius at a (land ; 

For Time, that makes new fools, may mend his hand. 



PROLOG UE 

T O 

E L V I R A. 

WAR 18 no more ; thofe thunders ceafe to row!, .. 
That lately (hook the globe from pole to pole jc 
When Britain fought and triumph'd o'er her foe. 
Wherever winds can waft or waters flow. 
She, and (he only could, bade difcord ceafe. 
And having humbled, gave the nations peace. 
May its wifli'd influence, thro' this favoured ifle. 
On ev'ry brow, in cv'ry bofom, fmile ! 
'Twas union made her queen of land and main : 
'Ti3 that alone her triumphs can maintain ; 
Improve thofe blefiings, a;ts will now adorn. 
And fend them fafe to Britons yet unborn. 
V O might no other ftrife your hearts divide. 
Than how a culprh-author fliould be try'd ; 
Ours, whom no mean, no partial interefl moves. 
Would be the vidim of that peace he loves. 
Yet, why this fear ? Good-nature is your boaft : 
And, who moil want it, ever feci it mod. 
Abroad, you knew to conquer and to fpare : 
And, as your caufe, yoar condu^ too was fair. 
Then, what you gave fo nobly to the foe. 
At home, and to a friend, you fure will fliow. 

His fcenes, to-night, ro feign'd adventure bring | 
If tears (ball flow, mm real ills they fpring. 
What Lifl)on trembling faw and truly mourn'd) 
What her firfl Mufe in epic drains adorn'd ; 
What Paris next bedew'd with copious tears. 
NoWi to the Tons of Britain, late appeari. 

o 1:% 
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,To you, wherever truth and nature reign. 
And terror Ihaked, and pity meits tbcftrain ; 
AVhercvcr t he fc declare the genuine bard. 
Your warm applaufes are his fure reward : 
Then, while fuch judges ftrike our author's viev^ 
His fears are from himfelf, and not from you* 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

MALE-COCLUETTE. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

^T7 H Y to this farce this title given, 
yV Of Seventeen Hundred Fifty Seven ? 
Is it a regider of fafhions, 
Of follies, frailties, fav*rite paffions ? 
Or is't defign'd to make appear, n 

How happy, good, and wife you were, \ 

in this fame memorable year f \ 

Sure with our author wit was fcarce, 
Tb croud fo many virtues in a farce« 
Perhaps 'tis meant to make you flare. 
Like clothes hung out at country fair; 
On which ftrange monilers glare and grin. 
To draw the gaping bumpkins in.— *- 
Tho' 'tis the genius of the age. 
To catch the eye with title-page; 
Yet lierc we daic not fo abufe ye— — 
We have fome monfters to amufc ye. 

Ye flaves to fafliion, dupes of chance. 
Whom fortune leads her fickle dance ; 
Who, as the dice (ball fmile or frown. 
Are rich and poor, and op and down j 
Whofe minds eternal Yirgils keep : 
Who— like Macbeth, have mnrder'd flcep !— 
Each modiih vice this night fhall rife, 
Likp Barquo's ghoft, before y6ur eyes ; 
While confcious you, ihall flart and roar— -• 
Hence, horrid farce ! — we*ll fee no more !— 
—Ye Ladies, too— maids, widows, wives--- 
uemble for your naughty Uve« ! 
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How will your hearts go pit- a pat ?— 

Blefs me l^Lord !-^miat's the fellow at?-^ 

Was poet e'er fo rode before ?^ 

Why furc the brute will fay bo more— 

Again ! — O Gad !— I cannot bear — — 

Here— you box-kccpcr,— call my chair': 

Peace, Ladies— 'tis ^falfe alarm ■ 

To You our aath^ means* no harm. 

His female failings all are fidions : 

To which your lives are contradidions. 

Th* unnatural fool hta draW'n a plan, ^ 

Where women like a wof thlefs man, \ 

A fault ne'er heard of fince the world begaa» y 

This year he lets you fteal a^May— 

Bat if the next yea trip or flray ; 

His mufe, he vows, on you (hall wait. 

In Seventeen Hundred Fifty-eight. 



PROLOGUE 

T O T H E 

BEAUX STRATAGEM*. 

Spoken by Mr. WitRa^ 

,-■» ■■ -. I 

WHEN itrife didurbt, or floth corrqpte; an m^,.- . 
Keen fatire is the baiinefg of the (lagiB. 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he laih'd thofl^ ci-iaet^ 
Which then infefled mod— «the modifh times ;, 
But now when faction deeps, and floth is D^d, • 

And all our youth in a^ive fields are bred ;. 
When thro' Great Ba it a in's fair extend venmitdv . 
The trumps of fame, the notes of Union foam));} 
When Anna's fceptre points the laws theifCDUfifei . 
And her example gives her precepts force-i 

There fcarce is room for fatbe; all our lays 

Mufl be, or fongs of triumph, or of praiie. ^ 

But as in grounds bell cultivated, tares •• 

And poppies rife among the golden ears ; 

Our produ6t fo, fit for the field or fchooU 

Mud mix with nature's favourite plant ■ > fool# 

A weed that has to twenty fommers ran, 

Sbooti op in llalk, and vegeutes to mjuit 

O 2 S\Vft^\\t^\* 
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Simpling our author goes from field to field. 
And culls fuch fools as may diverfion yield : 
And, thanks to nature, there's no want of thof«» 
For rain or fhine, the thriving coxcomb grows* 
Follies lo night we (hew ne'er la(h'd before. 
Yet fuch as nature (hews you ev'ry hour $ 
I^or can the pi(f^ures give a juft offence^ 
For fools are made for jells to men feofe. 
- - ■ 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

WAY TO KEEP HIM. 
Spoken by Mr. Holland. 

WH E N firft the haughty critic's dreadful rage. 
With Gothic fury over ran the flage. 
Then Prologues rofe, and flrovc with varied art 
To gain the foft accefles to the heart ; 
Thro' all the tuneful tribe th' infedion flew. 
And each Great Genius— his petition drew, 
Jnfcrmi faupiris addrefs'd the pit, 
IVith all the gay andthefis of wit* 
Their facred art poor poets own'd a crime ; 
They figh'd in fimilc ; — they bow'd in rhyme. 
For charity they all were forc'd to beg ; 
And ev'ry Prologue was «* a wooden leg.'* 

Next thcfc a hardy manly race appear'd, 
lYho knew no dulnefs^ and no audience fear*d« 
From nature's (lore each curions tint they drew. 
Then boldly held the piece to publick view. 
•* Lo 1 here 1 exa£t proportion ! juft defign I 
'' The bold relief ! and the unerring line ! 
•• Mark in foft union how the colourjs ftrike ! 
** This, Sirs, you will —or this you ought to like.** 
They bid defiance to the foes of wit, 
•• ^catter'd like ratibanje up and down the piu** 

Such Prologues were of yorp ;— ^nr bard to^nighfi 
Difdains a falfe companion to excite, 
l^or too fecure your judgment would oppofc; 
He packs no jury,^and be drmdi no foes* 



To 
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To govern here no party can expeft ; 
An audience, will preferve its own refpeft. 
Vet premature, nor grown op to full age 
His little group unccnfurM walked the flage« 
His tablet to enlarge his hand he tries. 
And bids his canvas glow with various dyes. 
Where fenfe and folly mix in dubious ftrife. 
Alternate rife, and ftruggle into life. 
Judge if with art the mimic itrokes he blend. 
If amicably light and (hade contead ; 
The mental features, if he trace with (kilij 
—See the piece* firrt — then damn it if you will. 

AN OCCASIONAL 

PROLOGUE 
Spoken ^t Covent-Garden Theatre, by Mr. Barry* 

WHEN vice or folly, over-runs a ilate, 
Weak politicians lay the blame on fate : 
When rulers, ufeful fubjeds ceafe to prize, 
'* And damn for arts that caus'd themfelves to rife ;"* 
When j^aloufies and fears poiTefs the throne. 
And kings allow no merit— but their own : 
Can it be (Irange, that men for flight prepare 
And itrive to raife a colony elfewhere ? 
This cnftom has prevaii'd in every age, 
And has been fometime pra^s'd on the ftage ; 
For— r«/r# MAT— thefe managers of merit, 
Wh6 fcarlefs arm,—** and take die field with fpirit,** 
Have curb'd us monarchs with their haughty meio. 

And Herod* have out herodeJ, within. 

\fPointing fo tht gfitn nom. 

! they cannot torture twenty thoufaad ways ; 
Make bouncing Bajazet f, retreat from bays t* 

The ladies || too with ev'ry power to charmi 
Whofe face, and fire, an anchorite might warm. 
Have felt the fury of a tyrant's arm. 

By felfifli arcs expell'd our ancient feat -| 

In learch of candour^— and in fearch of meat, L 

We, from your favour, hope for this retreat. J 

• Mr. (^n. t Bach Q-n and B^^j. J Mr. G^.— ^k. 

1 Mm. C— bb— r, ficc. 

O 3 "^ 
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If Shakofpcar's paflion, or if fohnfMi's art. 
Can fire the fancy, or can warm the heart. 
That tafk be ours :^«-^-^But if yoa damn their fcenet^ 
.And heroes xnuii give way to harlequins. 
We, too, can have recourie to mime and dance. 
Nay there, Ithiak, we have the better cbanoe. 
And (hould the town grow weary of the mnte. 
Why— we'll produce— a child upon the flate*. 
Bat be the food as 'twill, 'tis you that treat; 
Long they have feail;;d, —^—permit us now to eat. 



PROLOGUE 

TO r H E 

EARL OF ESSEX. 

WKITTEK BY MK. MURPHY. 

Spoken by Mr. .S ,H E |l j ^ A rtf. 

WHENE'ER the4>raTe,.the gen'rovs, and the joA^ 
Wviicne!erthc patriot finks to ^lent d«ft> 
Thetrajjic mufc attends the moucnfiTl hearte^ 
And pays her tribote of immortal verCe. 
infpir'd bv noble deeds, (he feek^ the p!ajn^ 
In honour's caufe, where mighty chiefs are flaui^ . 
And baths with tears the foa that wraps the dead> 
And bids the turf iie lightly on his head. 

Nor •thus content, ihe opens deajrh's cold womb^ 
And burfts the cearmens of the awful tomb^ 
To caft him up again, — to bid him five. 
And to the fcene his form ani prefence^lve. 

Thus once fam'd EITcx at her voice appeart» 
B merging from the facred duft of years. 

Nor deem it much, that we retrace to<night» 
A tale to which you've liften'd with delight. 
How oft of yore, to learned Athens' eyes. 
Did new Eltdras and new Phxdras rife. 
In France how many Thehan monarchs groaa» 
For Laius' blood, and i^ceft not their own. 

• A child, did to be bnt four years of age, hat been introduce 
«« the fta^e of PsurjriABt TJieatre^ to pl*y a tne on that 
iuftrument. 

Whea 
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When there new Iphigenias raife the figh, 
Frefh drops of pity gufh from cv*ry eye. 
On the fame theme, tho' rival wits appear. 
The heart (till finds the fympathetic tear. 

If there ibft pity pour her plenteous &orc, 
For fabled kings and empires now no more ; 
Much more (hould yoo from freedom's glorious i^an. 
Who Ri\i inherits all the rights of miti ; 
Much more ihould you with kindred forrows glow, 
Forymir own chicfe, your-own domeftick woe ; 
Much more a Britifh Aory ftiall impart 
The warmefl feelings to each B.-itifh heart. 



EPILOGUE 

V^JtlTTftN BY MH. WALPOlE. 

Spoken Vy Mrs. Clivb^ on quiYtin^ the Stage. 

W[ t tt glory fadate frOfll ihc buf!Iihg ftage, 
Stili in Ills jprime — krid inuch ^bou't ifty age,— - 
Imj>driial Charles (if ftobe'rVfdn fa^s true) 
Retiringy bad tie jarring world adieu ! 

Thus I> lon^ honoured Svith your partial pralfe, 
A debt my fwellinig heart With tfcars repays : 
A-Scarce cah I fpeak— forgive the grateful paafe— - 
IteHgn the not>Ieft triumph, your a^plaufe. 

Content with humbre means, yet proud to ofyH 
I owe my pittance to your fmiles alone ; 
To private (had^s I bear the glorious priz^. 
The meed of favour in a nation*! eyes ; 
A nation, brave, and fenfible, And free— 
Poor Chaijes ! how little when comparM Co ihe ! 
His mad ambition had di(lurb*d the globe, 
And fanguirte, which he quitted, was the robe. 

Too blefs'd, cou'd he have dar'd to tell maiikind, 
'^hfn pow'rs full gobblet he forbore to quafi^ 

That confcious of benevolence of htxiM, 
For thirty years he had but made them laoeh. 

Ill was that mind with fwect retiremeit puasM 5 
The very cloyfter that he fought, he tea'-M ; 
And Tick at once both of himfelf and p:ace# 
He died a mart}*r to unwelcome eaft. 

O4 ^ftx^ 
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Here ends the parallel — my generous friendsa 
My exit no fuch tragic fate attends ; 
I will not die— let no vain panic feize you— 
If I repent — 1*11 come again and pleafe you. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 

Altered from Vanburgh's 
RELAPSE, OR VIRTUE in DANGER, 
Spoken by Mr. King. 

WHAT various transformations we remark. 
From Bail Whitechapel to the Weft Hyde-park ? 
Men, women, children, houfes, iigns, and fa(hions» 
State, dage, trade, tafle, the humours and the paffions ; 
Th' Exchange, *Change Alley, wherefoc'er you're rang* 
Court, city, country, all are chang'd, or changing: [log. 
The fticets, fome tiir.c ago, were pav'd with ftones, 
Which, aided by a hackney-coach, half broke your bones. 
The purcil lovers then indulged no blifs ; 
1 hey run great hazard if they dole a kifs— 
One chaile faluie — the damfel cry'd, O fye ! 
As they aproach'd, (lap went the coach awry 
— Poor Sylvia got a bump, and Damon a black eye. 

But now weak nerves in hackney-coaches roam. 
And the cram'd glutton fnores unjolted home : 
Of former times, that polilhM thing, a Beau 
Is metamorphos'd now, from top to toe ; 
Then the full flaxen wig, fpread o'er the fhoulders^ 
Concealed the (hallow head from the beholders I 
But now, the whole's revers'd — each fop appears, 
Cropp'd, and trim'd up — cxpofing head and ears : 
The buckle then its modeft limits knew,— 
Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view. 
Hath broke his bounds, and fwallows up the (hoe; 
The wearer's foot, like his once line eftate,— 
Is almod lo[Y, th' incumbrance is fo great. 
Ladies may fmile— — are they not in the plot ? 
The bounds of raiure have not they forgot? 



} 
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Wei:e ihey dcfignM to be, when pat together. 
Made up like buttle- cocks, of cork and feather ? 
Their pale-facM Grand-mamas appeared with grace^ 
When dawning bluQics rofe upon the face ; 
No blufhes pow their qnce lov'd (lation feek ; 
The foe is in pDiTefQon of the cheek ! 
No heads of old, too high in feather'd {late> 
Hindered the fair to pafs the loweft gate ; 
A church to enter now, they mufl be bent. 
If ever they (hould try th* experiment. 

As change thus circulates throughout the natioi!^ 
Some plays may juftiy call for alteration ; 
At lead to draw fome flender covering o'er 
That grateful wit*, which was too bare before^ 
Thofe w.riters well and wifely ufe their pens. 
Who turn pur wantons into magdalens ; 
And howfo^ver wicked wits revile 'em. 
We hope to find in you, their /lage aiTylum. 



PROLOGUE 

8 P O K B TO 

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

(y&7^J by command of his Maj^JIy^y ' 

BY MR. CARRICK, 

Being his fit Ji appearance on the Stage after hr, return 
from Italy. 

WITH doubt— joy— apprchenfion almoft dumb. 
Once more to face- this awful court, I come ! 
Left Benedick (hould fufier by my fear. 
Before he enters, I myfclf am here, 
I'm told (what flaii'ry to heart !) that you f 
Have wi(hM to fee me, nay have preis'd it too, 
Alas ; 'twill prove another Much ado. 
1, like a boy who long has truant play'd. 
No leiTons got, no exercifes made. 
On bloody Monday take my fearful ftand,. 
And often eye the birchin-fcepter^d.hand- 

• And Van vraotf grace, who never wanted wit. Pope. 
\ The AttUicoce. 
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Tis twice fwelve yean €iice firft the ftpge I tvodp, 
Enjoy'd yoor fmiles, and kit the critic's tod i 
A verv Nine-pio I, my ftage-lUt cimHigii, 
Knocked down by wits* (et ap a^ain by yotu 
In four aod twenty years the fpirits codli 
Is it not lon^ enough to play the fool I 
To prove ijt is, permit me to repeat 
What late I l^eard in paffing through the firoee 9 
A youth of parts, wich ladies by his iide. 
Thus cock'd his glafa, and throaeh it (kot mf prides 
'TV/ hs hjf y»7/i / gr^vm futtt a cTumj^/iikWf 
He* J fit for notbittg^F^&ut MpmuhimeiU / 
<' O yes, fQt comic (cenes. Sir John— no further ^ 
^' He's much too fat^fiir battles, rape5, and murcker.* 
Worn in (he fiprvice, you my faults will ^re^ 
And make allpwance for the wear and tear. 
The chelfea penfioner, who, rich in fears. 
Fights o'er in prattle all his. former wars | 
Tho* pad the lervice, may the yoqng ones teacb». 
To march— prefcnt— to fire — and mount the breach«L 
Should the arum beat to arms, at firft he'll grieve 
For wooden lej^r, loft eye» and ariplcfs ileeve ; 
Then cocks his hat, looks fierce, and fwelU his chefi^ 
' Fis for my King, and, zounds, I'll do my beft. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

UPHOLSTERER^ 

Spoken by Mr. MossoP. 

WHEN firft in falling Greece's evil how,. 
Ambition aim'd at univerfal pow'r; 
When the fir'd mind of Macedon began 
Of a new monarchy to form the plan ; 
Each Greek~(as fam'd Derooilhenes relates) - 
Politically mad ! won'd rave of ftates ! 
i\nd help to form, where'er the mob COttld meet. 
And iUcopagos xa every ilreet. 



•tcrnal cry ? "> 

piritshigh— — V 
yc. J 
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What ncwsk what news, wa^ their eternal ( 
Is Philip fick •! then foar'd their fpiriti 
Philip is well :<ih-dejedion id each eye. 
Athenian coblers join'd in deep debate 
While gold in fecret underminM the ftatfe; ' 
'Til! wifdom's bird the vultBre's prey was made ; 
And the fword deam'd in Academu's fliade. 

No# ndodern Philips threaten this our la&d. 
What fay Britannia's fons ? along the ilrand 
What news ye cry !— -with the fame pa£ion fmify 
And there at leall yoa rival attic wit. 
A parliament of porters heM Ihall mufe ' 
On Aate affain, (WaU'wing A tiiylcr's news. 
For ways and meails no ftanrM t)roje6tor fleeps ;; 
And ev'rv (hop forfie mighty llatefman keeps v 
He Britain's foes, likd Bobadil, (>an kill i 
Supply th' exchequer, and n(»gle^ his till. 
^In tv'ry alehoufe legiflafors meet ; 
And patriots fettle kingdoms in the fleet* 
To (hew this frenzy in its genuine light* 
A modern news-monger appears to«night« 
Trick'd out from AdJifon's accompli Qv'd pag^y 
Bthold th' Upholfterer afcends the ftage. 

No minifter fuch trials e'er hath Hood ; 
He turns a bankrupt for the public good ! 
Undone himfclf, yet full of England's glory ! 
A politician ! — neither whig nor tory, 
Nor can ye high or low the Quixote call ; 
He's knight o'th' (hire, and reprefcnts you aH. 
As for the bard,— to yoa he yields his plan ; 
For well he knows, you're candid where you can.- 
One only praife he claims.^— no party ilroke,, 
He turns a publick cbaradter to joke. 
His Panacea is for all degrees, 
For all have more or lefs of ihis difeafe.. 
Whatever his fnccefs, of this he's fure. 
There's merit cVen to attempt the cure. 

•■ Vide the BtEL Philippic. 
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PROLOGUE 

At the opening of the Theatre in Drury-Lane, 1747- 

WRITTEN BY MR. 8.JOHNSOK. 

Spoken by Mr. tjARRiCK* 

WHEN learning's triumph o'er her birb'fous foes». 
Firfl rear'd the (lage, immortal Shakeipear role ^ 
Each charge of manly-coiour'd life he drewr^ 
Exhaufled woiIJ, and then imagined new : 
ExiAence faw him fpurn her bounded reign^ 
And panting time toil'd after him in vain : 
His powerful (Irokes prefiding truth imprefi'd^ 
And unrefided pafllon ftorm'd the brea(l. 

Then Johnfon came intruded from the fchool^. 
To pleafe ia method, and invent by rule; 
His fludious patience, and laborious art. 
By regular approach eflay'd the heart i 
Cold approbation gave the lingering bays. 
For thofe who durft not cenfurc, fcarce could praUew 
A mortal born, he met the general doom*. 
But left like Egypt's kings, a lading tomb. 
The wits of Charles found eafier ways to fame. 
Nor wifh'd for Jo\nron*s art, or Shakefpear's flamc;i 
Themfelves they /ludicd^ as they felt they writ,. 
]n;rigue was plct, obfcenity was wit. 
Vice always found a fympathetic friend. 
They pleas'd their age, and did not aim to mend*. 
Yet bards like thcfe afpir'd to lading praife. 
And proudly hopM to pimp in future days ; 
Their caufc was general, their fupports were ftrong» 
. Their flaves were willing, and their reign was long |t 
*Till (hame regained the pod that fenfe bclray'd. 
And virtus callM oblivion to herald. 
Then crulh'd by rules, and weakcn'd as refia'd. 
For years the power of Tragedy dedin'd ; 
From bard to bard, the frigid caution crept,. 
Till declamation roor'd while pafHon flept j 
Yet dill did virtue deign the dage to tread, 
Philofophy remain'd tho' nature Bed ; 
But forc'd at length her ancient reign to quit. 
She &w great Faudas lay the ghod of wit : 

' ExvIdlR^ 
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Exoiting folly hailM the joyful day, 
And paiuomime and fong confirm'd her fway. 
Bat who the coming changes can prefage, 
And mark the future periods of the llage i 
Perhaps if (kill could diAaot times explore* 
Mew.Behn's, new Durfey's, yet remain in flore> 
Perhaps where Lear had rav'd, and Haralet dy'd^ 
On flying cars new forcerers may ride. 
Perhaps (for who can gnefs th' effcCh of chance !} 
Here Hamlet may for a Mahomet dance. 

Hard'ia his lot» that here by fortune plac*d» 
IMuft^ watck the wild viciffitudes of tafte ;, 
With every meteor of caprice mud play» 
And chafe the new blown bubbles of the day^ 
Ah 1 let not cenfure term our fate our choice,. 
The flage but echoes back the publick voices 
The draAia's laws the drama's patrons give,, 
For we that live to pleafe, mull pleaie to live. 

Then prompt no more the follies you defcry^ 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
^is yours this night to bid the reign commence,. 
Of refcv'd nature, and reviving fenfe ; 
To chafe the charms of foand, the pomp of ilioWi^ 
For ufeful mirth and falutary woe ; 
Bid {^nic virtue from the riiing age. 
And truth diffufe her radiance from the flage. 

**^*'— ■ ' ■ ■■■■■■ ■■ ■ I I 1^— <^>><HpM^. 

IC P I L O G U E 

T O 

EDWARD AND ELEONORA. 

WRITTEN BY R. SHERIDAN, BSq. 

Spoken by Mrs^ Mattoc ks. 

YE wedded critics,* who have mark*d our tale^ 
How fay you ? does oar plot in nature fail f 
May we not boaft that many a modern wife. 
Would, lofe her own to fave a hufband't life ? 
Would gladly die O monftrous and ilUbred» 
There's not a holband here but fliakea his head 1: 
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But yi&fn, my GaU'fy friends *— Come, whst fay j(M ? 
Your wives are with toa — (hake their aoddles too ! 

Above there— hey lads f— yoa'il not treat us fo*. 
Yon fide with as ?— they gria aad gmaibie No ! 

Yet hold— tho' thefe plain folks tradace their do9dd%. 
Sure we have Eleonora's in the Boxes ? 
Inhuman Beaux !-*-^¥hy that ill«nat«r*d fneer ! 
What dien you think there's no fuch idcot here j^ 

There are, no doubt, tho* rare to End I kaow^^ 
Who cooM lofe hufliands^ yet furvive the bk>w ; 
Two years a wife— view Leftria, fobbing, crying 
Her chair is waiting-^but my lord is dying ; 
Preparing for the worft I (he tells her maid» 
To countermand her points and new brocade ; 
For O ! if 1 fhouid lufe the beft of men» 
Heav*n knows when I (hall lee the dob again* 
** So, Lappet, (honld he dio while i am out, 
*• You'll (end for me at Lady Eafto*s routs 
** The Doaor faid he might hold out 'till thftc^ 
** But I ha'h't fpirits for the Coterie I'* 

Nor change the fcene— ^lace madam in the Ftne-p. > 
My Lord for comfort at the S^AVora Vivat ; 
His valet enters-- (hakes his meagre head, 
" Chapeau— what news?— Ah 1 Sir, my Lad/ dead. '^ 
•* The deuce ! — 'ris fudden, faith — bat four days (ick I— 
'* Well, (even's the main — (jpoor Kate)— eleven's a nick* 

But hence reflexions on a fenfelefs train. 
Who, lofl to rea! joy, (hall feel no pain ; 
'Mongft Britain's daughters ftill can Hymen's li^ht» 
Reveal the love which charm'd your hearts to-night^ 
Shew beauteous martyrs— -who would each prefer^ 
To die for him, who long has liv'd for her ; 
Domeftic heroines<^who with fonded care 
Outfmile a hu(band's srief— or claim a (hare; 
Search where the ranlding evils moft abound. 
And heal with chemb-lip the poifon'd wound.. 

May fuch bright virtues mi a royal miad 
Were not alone to Edward'a days con£n'd. 
Still, tdlU diey beam around Britannia's tkrona^ 
And grace an Eleonora of ooi own* 

• Piril GaUtry* f Second GsUenr; 
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FRO LOGUE 

T O 

IRENE. 

YE glitt'riag traia I whom hoe and velvet blefi^ 
Sdpciid we foft (bliicitade* of drrii ; 
From grov'llng bafinefs and faperituoM care^ 
Ye Tons of avarice 1 a ax>iiieoc ipare : 
Vot'ries of fane and worikippers of powV ! 
Difmifs the pleafin^ pbanloma for an hoar» 
Our daring bard wiik fpirk oocoAfin'd^ 
Spreads wide the mighty mofal for mankind* 
Learn here how heav'n fiipporta the vir toons mind. 
Daring, though calm ; and v>g'roas» tkoogh refigu'd*. 
Learn here what anguifii rackt tke gniliy bveaA, 
In pow'r dependent, in fuccefa depmft* 
Learn here that peace from innocence moft floir^ 
All elfe is empty foond» and idle ikow* 

If truths like thafe witk pleaiing language join | 
Ennobled, yet unchang'd, if natuie (kine : 
If no wild draught depart from reafon's rales» 
Nor gods ia heroes, nor.his lovers fbob : 
Intriguing wits I hia artUfi plot forgive i 
And fpare him» beauties I though his lovers live* 

Be this at leaft his praife ; ke thia hia pride y 
To force applaufe no modern arts are try'd. 
Should partui cat-calls all his hopes confoondi. 
He bids no trumpet quell the faul found. 
Shou'd welcome ueep relieve the weary wit^ 
He rolls no thunders o'er the drowfy pit. 
No fnares to captivate the jix^ment ipieads; 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudm year heads* 
Unmov'di though witlings (beer and rivals rail ^ 
Studious to pleaie, yet not afliam'd to fail. 
He fcorns the meek addreis, the iapplsant ftndn^. 
With merit needlefs, and without it vain. 
In reaibn, nature, truth, be dares to truAc 
Ye fops be iilcBti amd ye wita bo joft.. 
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Thb picture ofa PLAYHOUSEi 

o R, 

BUCKS HAVE AT YE ALL* 

YE focial friends of claKt and of wit. 
Where'er difpers'd, in merry groaps ye fit : 
W nether below ye glide the glitt'ring fcene. 
Or in the upper regions oft have been ; 
Ye B^cks afTemblM at your ranger's call. 
Damme, I know ye — and have at ye all. 
The motive here that fets our bucks on fire» 
The gen'rous wifli, the firft and laft defire ^ 
If you will plaud its eccho to renown, 
.Or urg'd with fury tear the benches downj 
'Tis lUil the (ame — to one bright goal we hftfte^ 
To fhew your judgment and approve your tafte. 
Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet. 
No, demme, Bucks exift but in a rioC 
For inllance now — to pleafe the ear and charm die ad* 

miring crowd, . 
Your Bucks o'th' boxes fneer and talk aload ^ 
To the green b^x next with joyous fpeed you ma. 
Hilly ho ! ho ! my Bucks ! well damn it what's the fun ? 
Tho' Shakcfpear fpeaks— regardlel* of the play. 
Ye lapgh and loll the fprightly hours away t 
For to feem fenfible of real merit, 
Oh, damme, it's low, it's vulgar— beneatk as lads of 
Your Bucks o'th' pit are miracles of learning, [fpirit. 
"Who point out faults to fbew their own difcersing i. 
And critic-like beftriding martyr'd ienle. 
Proclaim their genius and vail confeqaeace. 
The fide long row, whofe keener views of bliil^ 
Are chiefly center'd in fome favourite mifs| 
A fct of jovial bucks who here rcfort, 
Flu(h from the tavern, reeling ripe for fport : 
Wak'd from their dream oft join the gcn'ral rour^ 
With bravx), bravo— bra vifli mo, et damme, encore^. 
Or (kipping that behold another row, 
Supply'd by citizens or fmiling beau ; 
AddrelTing mils, whofe cardinal prote£lion. 
Keeps her quite fafe from ranc'rous detraction t 
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Whofe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat. 
Give hint (he loves a little — you know what. 
Ye Bucks above who range like gods at large. 
Nay pray don't grin, but liden to your charge. 
You whodefign to change this fcene of raillery^ 
- And out-talk players in the upper gallery : 
Oh there's a youth, and one o'th' iprightly fort, 
I don't mean you— damme, you've no features for't. 
Who flily ikulks to hidden ftation, ^ T 

While players follow their vocation, [cation. > 

Whiftle, off, off, off? Nofce, Roaft Beef— there's cdu- J 
Now I've explor'd this mimic world quite thro'. 
And fet each country's little faults to view : 
In the right fenfe receive the well meant jeft. 
And keep the moral dill within your breail ; 
Convinc'd I'd not in he;arc or tongue offend. 
Your hands acquit me, and I've gainM my end. 

PRO^^OGUE 
Dr. LAST IN HIS CHARIOT. 

WRITTEN BY MR. CARRICK. 

Spoken by Mr. Foote. 

YOUR fervants, kind matters, from bottom to top. 
Be affur'd, while I breathe, or can fland— I meaa 
hop. 
Be you pleas'd to fmile, or be pleas'd to grumble ; 
Be whatever you plcafe, I'm ftill your moft humbje. 
As to laugh is a right only given to man, 
To keep up that right is my pride and my plan. 
Fair ladies don't frown, I meant women too — 
What's common to man, mull be common to you.-^ 
You all have a right your fwect mufclcs to curl. 
From the old fmirking prude, to the eittVing young girl | 
And ever with pleafure my brains I could fpin, 
To make you all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin. 
In this piefent fummer, as well as the laft. 
To your favour again we prefcnt Dr. Lad, 
Who, by wonderful feats, in the papers recounted. 
From trudging on foot, to hib chariot is mounted. 
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Amongft the old Britons, when war was begva. 

Charioteers would flay ten, while the Foot coaldflaf< 

So when DoAors on wheels with difpatches are fentt 

Mortality bills rife a thoufand {>er oent. 

But think not to phyfic that qaaclc*ry*i eonfia'd. 

All the world is a ftage, and the quacks are UMkiiidk— 

There's trade, law, and ftate-quacks ; say, would t/e 

but fearch, [chnich I 

V/e (hould find, — heaT*n blefs us ! Tome quacks iu the 
The ftifF band, and ftiff bob of the mcthodift race. 
Give the balfam of life, and the tindure of grace. 
And their poor wretched patients, think muchgooi^ 

done 'em, 
Tho' biiArrs and cauftics are ever o)K>& thMR. 
As for Law and the date, if quack'ry's a cutfe, (#orlc« 
"' Ill] ' 



W hich will make the good bad, and the bad wili 

We ihould point out the quack fnMb the regular brochir. 

They are wifer than I who can tell one from t'other ! . 

Can the ftage\vith its bills* puffs, and patients (land trialt 

Shall we find out no quacks in the Theatre Royhl ? 

Some drammatical drugs that are puff'd on the town^ 

Catife fnany wry faces, axid fcarct wiU go down. 

Nay, an audience fometimes will in quackery deligHt» 

And fweat down an author fome pounds in <)ne night* 

To return to our quack— fliould he, help'd by the weathert 

Raife laughter, add kind perfpiration together, 

Should his noftrutns of hip, and of vapours b«t core fC^ 

HiB chariot he well can deierve, I aflure ye.| 

'Tis ea(V to fet up a chariot in town, 

Andeauer dill is that chariot lai4 down. 

He petitions by me both as Dodor and lover. 

That you'll not ftop his wheels or his chariot tip over^ 

Pix him well I befeecb you, the word oa't wou'd be» 

Should you overturn him, you may overiet me. 

PROLOGU E 

TO THE 

TRIP TO SCOTLAND. 
Spoken by Cufid, in the Habit of a Fostiliok* 

^B Belles, ye Beaux, of whatfoe'er degree^ 
Above^ beloWi around i behold in me 
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A modern cupid ; not like addeiit love 

On nimble wmgs, but pofl'^horfes, I move. 

Their idol's arras let heathen bards recount. 

This is my bow, I fmack it, and I meant. 

My fpurs are pointed arrowrs in difguUe, 

And this broad belt, the bandage from my eyey. ^ 

Nay e'en thofc -wings, whidi once out-ftript the wtn9« 

Hang dangling down, like fhoalder^knots, behind. 

For you transform'd I quit the Paphian grove. 
Cold Scotland's now the only land for love. 
For Scotland ho l-*on 00 foors errand fent, 
I come myfelf, my own advertifement. 

Ye blooming maids, whom half-p.-vy captains pre&y 
X)t druck, perSaps, with Robin's raiohow dreft^ 
Who in afieroblies iigh, or pine in (hades : 
Te youths who languifli for yotrr mother's maids. 
Why will you idly wait for, twenty-one ? 
Behold your vaflal ! mount, and lee's begone.* 
De^ie what vulgar mortak Prudence call ; 
Love is tbe wordy and Jove can sqval ill. 
, In eighuand-fixty hours wt xcach die botdan^ 
^-ru in the Green-foom wait for dardier ncdera* 



£ P I L O G U E^ 

T O T H « 

O R P H A Nj 

on, THE 

UNHAPPY MAKRIAGE. 

YOU'VE fcen one Orjphan roin'd here ; and I 
May be the next, if old Acafto die : 
Snould it prove fo, Td fain among ft you find 
Who 'tis would to the faxherlefs be kind. 
To whofe protedion might 1 fafely go ! 
Is there among you no good-nature ? No« 
What (hall I do ? Should i the godly feek» 
And go a conven tiding twice a week ? 
Quit the lewd flage, and its prophane poSlutioiit 
Affect each form and Saintlike inftitution s 
So draw the breihien all to contribution t 



} 
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Or (hall I, (as I gaefs the poet may 

Within thefc three days) fairly run away ? 

No ? to fome city-lodgings I'll retire ; 

Seem wcry grave, and privacy defire ; 

Till I am thought fome Heirefs rich in lands. 

Fled to efcape a cruel guardian's hands : 

Which may produce a ftory worth the telling. 

Of the next fparks that go a fortune- dealing. 

' < nm 

EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

FAIR PENITENT. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdlb, who play*d 

L A V I N I A. 

YO U fee the tripping dame conid find no fiivoor i\ 
Dearly fhe paid for breach of good behaviour, 3 
Nor could her loving hulband's fondnefs fave hen J 
Italian ladies lead but fcarvy lives. 
There's dreadful dealing with eloping wives ; 
Thus 'tis, becaufe thefe hufbands are obey'd 
By force of Jaws, which for themfelves they made* 
With tales of old profcriptions they confine 
The right of marriage-rule to their male line. 
And hufi> and domineer, by right divine. 
Had we the pow'r, we'd make the tyrants know 
What 'tis to fail in duties which they owe ; 
We'd teach the faunt'ring 'fquire who loves to roam* 
Forgetful of his own dear fpoufe at home ; 
Who fnores at night fupinely by her fide, 
'Twas not for this the nuptial knot was tyM. 
The plodding petty*fogger, and the cit. 
Have learn'd at lead his modern wav of wit : 
Each ill-bred fenfelefs ro^ue, though ne'er fo dall» 
Has the impudence to think his wife a fool ; . 
He fpends the night, where merry wags refortj 
With joking clubs, and eighteen-penny port ; 
While (he, poor foul's contented to regalei 
By a fad fea-coal fire, with wigs and ale. 



} 
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Well max the cuckold-making tribe lind grace. 

And fill an abfeot hufband's empty place : 

If you woa'd e'er bring conftancy in fa(hion» 

You men muft firft begin the reformation. 

Then (hall the golden age of love return, 

No turtle for her wand'ring mate (hall mourn ; 

No foreign charms ftall caufe domeftic ftrife. 

But cvtry married man (hall toall his wife ; 

Fbiilis fliall not be to the country fent, 

For carnivals in townl to keep a tedious Lent ; 

Lampoons (hall ceaie, and envious fcandal die. 

And «I1 (hall live in peace, like my good Man and L 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF 

PERCY. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK* 

Spoken by Mrs. Bulkeley. 



1 



THO' Vm SL/irndtle, and the rule is ever» 
For us in Epilogue, to beg your favour. 
Yet now I take the lead — and leaving art 
And envy to the men — with a warm heart, 
A woman here I come-^to take a fwomtu^s part* 
No little jealouiies my mind perplex, 
I come thcyV/VWand cbampi$n of my fex \ 
1*11 prove, ye Fair, that let us have our fwing. 
We can, as well as men, do any thing ; 
Nay, better too, perhaps— for now and then, 
Thcfe Times produce much bungling among men. 
In fpigbt of lordly wits«— with force and eafe. 
Can't we write plays, or damn *em, if we pleaie ? 
^i*he men, who grant not much^ allow us charms— 
Are eyes, (hapcs, dimples, then, o\ir only arms? 
To rule this man our fex dame Nature teaches : 1 

Mo jnt the high hol-fe we can, and make lon^ fpeeches; > 
Nay, and with dignity, foroe wear tlie4)re6diei ; j 
P KxA 



i\nd \v!-,y I ot v.-c.ir 'cm; — V,'e iL:.!! have your vote- 

While fome of t'other icx wear petticoats. 

Did not a Lai/y's Kni^bt^ late CL;'va/ur, 

A brave, fmart foldier to your eyes appear? 

Hey Prcrto! pafs ! his jkvor J becomes a /oitp 

A comely woMau rifing from the man ! 

The French their Amazoni.in maid invite-^ 

She goes — alike well (killed to talk or write. 

Dance, ride, negociate, fcold, coquet, or fight. 

]f (he (hould fee her heart upon a rover. 

And he prove falfe, (he'd kick her faithlefs lover. 

The Grteks and Romans own our boundlefs claim—- 

Thc Mufes, Graces, Virtues, Fortune, Fame, 

WKdom and Nature too, they Women call. 

With this iv/iictjlaiiry — yet they mix fome gall 

'Twill opt — the Furies too ate females all. 

The pow'rs of Riches, Phyfic, War, and Wine, 

Sleep, Death, and Devils too — arc mafculme. 

Arc we unfit to rule ? — a poor fuggeftion 1 

Auftria and Ruj/ia anfwer well that queilion. 

If joy from fcnfc and matchlefs grace arife, 

With your own treafure, Britons^ blelsyour eyes. 

k" fuch there arc— fure, in a humbler way. 

The fex, without much guilt, may write a Play ; 

That they've done nobler things, there's no denial ; 

With all your judgment, then, prepare for trial — 

Summon your critic pow'is, your manhood fummonj 

A brave man will prote3 — net hurt a nvoman ; 

Let us vvifli moderfly to fhare with men. 

If not ihe/irrr, ihc feat her of th^ fen. 



I 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF 

PERCY. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

Spoken by Mr. Lee Lewis. 

' MUST, will fpcak— I hope nay drefs and air 
, Announce the Man offajhhnt not the Plajtr ; 

Tho* 
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Tho* gentlemen arc now forbid the fcenes. 

Yet have I ru(h*d thro' Heroes, Kings, and Queens ; 

Kefolv'd, in pity, to this poliQi'd age. 

To drive thefe ballad heroes from the ftage — 

'^ To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
«* Earl Percy took his way, 

*' The child may rne that is unborn, 
" The hunting of that day." 

A pretty bafis, truly, for a maudlin Play ? 
What! (hall a fcribbling, fenfelefs woman dare 
To offer to your tafies fuch taftelefs fare ? 
IvDwglau or is Fercy^ fir'd with nafljon ? "I 

Ready for lo've or glory ^ death to dafh on, V 

Fit company for modern ilill-lifc meit offajhion? J 
Such madnefs will our hearts but ilightly graze. 
We've no fuch frantic nohks now-a-days. 
Could we believe old (lories, ihoTe llrange fellows 
Marry'd for /©^z— could of their wives be jcaloui^-"-^ 
Nay, conftant to *em to—and, what is wor(e» 
The vulgar fouls thought cuckoldom s curfe. 
Moft wedded pairs had then one puxfe, one mind. 

One bed too fo prepofteroufly join'd- 

From fuch barbarity (thank heaven) «u;fV# rcfin'd* 

Old fongs their happinefs at borne record , 

FrMn homt they feparate carnages abhorr'd— 

One horfe ferv'd both^-—>m;i^/ri^ rode behind my Lord 

Twas death alone could fnap their bonds afunder— — 

NoiM tack'd fo (lightly, not t9fnap*s the wonder. 

Nay, death itfelf cou'd not their hearts divide, 

Thtty mix*d their love with monamental pride ; 

For cut in ftonc, they ftill lay^^f by fidt. 

But why thefe Gc/i^/r anceftors produce ? 

Why fcour their rully armours ? What's the ufe ? 

Twould not your nicer optics much regale. 

To fee us Beaux bend under coats of mail ; 

Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruife. 

Good Heaven ! how much court-plaider we (hould ufe ! 

We wear no armour now — but on our (hoes. 

Let not with barbarifro true tafte be blended. 

Old vulgar virtues cannot be defended. 

Let the deadtt^^^s^t having can't be mended. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BATTLE OF HASTI N G S. 

WRITTEN BY RICHARD CUMBERLAND, £5^. 

Spoken by Mr, Henderson. 

TO Holy Land in SuperIlition*s Day, 
When bare-foot Pilgrims trod their wetaj way, 
B Mother Church's unremitting law 
Scourg'd into grace, with fhoolders red and raw 
Kneeling demure before the facred ihrine. 
On the hard flint they begg'd the boon divine; 
Pardon fcr what offending Hefli had done ; 
And pity for the long, long courfe they'd run s 
Fines, pains and penalties, fecurely paft, 
Slow-pac'd Forgivenefs met their pray'r at laft | 
Full Abfolution from conceding Rome, 
C^ncell'd all fip, pail, prefent, and to come^ 

Ycur Poet thus prophanely led aiide. 
To range o'er Tragic Land withoot a guidcj 
To pick, perhaps with no invidioos aim, 
A few cait fallings from the Tree of Fame : 
Damn'd, tho' uncry'd, by -the defpotic rule 
Of the fiern Dodlors in Detra^ion's School : 
Lafh'd down each column of a public page. 
And driv'n o'er burning plough-flvares. to the S^ffi^ 
Be-rhim'd, be*ridicurd with doggrel wit. 
Sues out a pardon from his Pope — the Pit* 
Penfive he Hands in penitential weeds, 
W:th a huge Rofary of untold beads ; 
Sentenced for paft offences to rehearfe, 
jf^i jif olios to the God of Verfc ; 
And fure there's no one but an Author knowa 
The penance which an Author undergoes. 

If then your Worfhips a few (Iripes award 
Let nor ;>our Beadles lay them on too hard ^ 
For in the world there's not a thing fo thifu 
bo full of feeling* as your Poet's fkin : 

^ What 
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What if, perchance, he fflutch'd a playful -kift 
From that free-hearted Romp, the Comic Mifs ; 
That frolick's paft^he's'tum'd to years of grace» 
And a young Sinner now fupplres his place. 
Sure you*Il not grudge a little fober chat 
With this demure old tabby Tragic Cat ;. 
No charge lies here of comrerfation Crim. 
He hopes yoo'll think ker fabit no worfe for him* 



EPILOGUE 

TO T H 1 

BATTLE OF HASTI^OS. 

WRlTtEN !BY RICHARD CUMMttlAVl>| ITt^ 

Spoken by Mifi Yqvko* 

FROM ancient Thefpi^a to the prefent Age, 
The world hath oft been term'd a Public Stagf | 
A thread4)are!meta{:Fhor, which in in timfe 
Hath patch'd much profe, and heel'd-piec'd many n 

rhime : 
Ev'n the grave pulpit fometimei ^ri^/ to n(e 
The etnph^xic terms of the profcribed Mofe ; 
Calls birth our tntry, deatlx our exitxalU, 
And at life's clofe exclaims — the Curtain falls ; 
And fo conckdes npon the Drama's pkn* 
That fretting, (Irutting, (hort-hour Aflor, Man. 
jirf we all AQ9rs then f — Yes, all fiom Adam ; 
And J^reffisF — I apprehend fo, Madam : 
Some fill their call with grace, others with none; 
Some are fhov'd off the flage, and feme (hov'don; 
Some good, fon>e bad, ftill we all ad a part, 
Whild we difguife the language of the heart- 
Nature's plain tafte provides a Simple treat. 
But Art, the Ccoky (leps in and mars the meat* 
The Comic Blade makes ridicule his teft, / 

And on his tomb proclaims that life*« a jeft« 

F3 tV^ 
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The rwaggering braggart, in true Tragic caft. 
Bellows blank verfe and da|[gers to the laft* 
Whilft clubs of neutral Petits-Maitres bead 
A kind of Opera Company at mod ; 
Whofe drefs, air, adion, all it imitation, 
A poor, iDfipid, fervile, French Tranilation ; 
Whofe tame dull fcene glides uniform along. 
In Comi — Farci — Pafloral— Sing — Song — 
'Till all awaken'd by the rattling die» 
Club Wits, and make a — Modern Tragedy ; 
A Tragedy, alas ! good friends look round. 
What have we left to tread but Tragic ground ? 
Four Authors leagu'd to (bake the human foul, 
Unfheath the dagger, and infufe the bowl ; 
At length defcending to the leaft, and iaft. 
We- hope the terror of thr time is paft ; 
Full fated now with batde, blood, and murder, 
England is con quer'd— Fate can reach no further | 
Bid then the weeping FUiads dry their eyes. 
And turn to happier fcenes and brighter kief. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF 

A L F R E D. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR. 

Spoken by Mr. Wroughton. 

TO farnifii a new Prologue for each play, 
To drefs the felf-(lime di(h a different way, 
Exhauds the Poet's art ; and ev'ry year 
Palates grow nicer, rarities more dear. 
The Cabinet who in the GreenRoom fit. 
The fecrct junto of the realm of wit, 
Jn ihefe hard times, refolv*d their (lock to fparr, 
And crib the Prologue from the bill of fare. 
Alfred on Englilh ground alone may ftand. 
The darling hero of l)is native land : 

No, 
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« No, no/ our Poet cry'd— * thi» is no time, 

* Ntfr is it prudent now to fave your rhime ;• 

* Fir'd with my fubjed, I have raflily dar'd, 

* And you in Prologue fhonld prote^ your Bard : 
' When my adventurous Mufe, indnlg'd before, 

* N0W9 vent'ring further, needs indulgence more f 

* She dares to trace the workings of a mind, 

* The greateft and the beft of human kind ; 

* Adjuft its movements to dramatic plan, 

^ And blend the god-like hero with the man**' 
The greater Alfred's fame, our Bard rifles more $ 
Such weight the flying courfer never bore. 
Alfred ! whofe life fuch ftrange events adorn. 
That Hiflory beholds romance with fcorn ; 
Him to prefent, here in his native land. 
Where (lill his genius and his laws commands- 
Is an attempt like his, who ralhly tried 
The burning chariot of the Sun to guide ! 
Yet this attempt from admiration rofe. 
Nor (hould be find in Alfred's kingdom foes; 
He, who by temper led, not love of fame, 
Isi the fond echo of your Hero's name. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE SAME. 
WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK.- 

Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 

OUR Bards of late, fo tragic in their calling,- * 
Have fcarce preferv'd one Heroine from falling ; 
Whether the dame be widow, maid, or wife. 
She feldom from their hands efcapes with life : 
If this green cloth could fpeak, would it not tell. 
Upon it's well-worn nap how oft I fell ? 
To death in various forms deliver'd upi 
Steel kills me one night, and the nesrt the cop : 
The tragic prpccfs is as ihort as oenain ; 
With ^ this, — or f this, I drop— then drops ike ovrtain ; 

* She makes the motion of tabbing. 

f Anfl here of drinking poifoD. ' 

P4 v» 
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No Saint cao lead a better l\Se tlum I» 

For half is fpent in iUdj^ing how to die i 

The learn'd di(pttte, how Tngediet ibodd end i 

O happily, fay fome-^Soine death defend : 

Mild critics wifli good fortoae to the sood $ 

Whileothershot-braia'dtroarforblood! blood! blood!-*- 

The fair, tho' nervous, tragic to the fool. 

Delights in daggers* and the poifon'd bowlx 

* I would not give a Uack-'pin for a play, 

* Unlefs in tendernefs I melt away: 

* From pangs, and death no Lovers would I fave, 

* They (hould be wretched, and defpair, and rave ; 

* And ne'er together lie — bat in the grave I** 
The brave, rough foldier a foft heart difcovers ; 
He fwears and weeps at once, when dead the loFers 
As down his cheeks runs trickling Nature's tide, 
** Damn it — I wi(h thofe young ones had not dy'd :' 
Tho' from his eyes the drop of pity falls, 
He fights like Caefar when his country calls : 
In fpite of critic laws, our bard takes part. 
And joins in concert with the foldier's heart : 
O let your feelings with this party fide. 
For once forgive me that I have not dy'd ; 
Too hard that fate, which kilh a virgin bride f 



■1 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THB COMEDY OF THE 

SUICIDE. 

Spokjcn by Mr. Palmer. 

^T^IS w>w the rri^ninp tafte with Belle and Bew, 

X Their art and fkiJl in coachmanfhip to (hew; 
Nobles contend who throws a whip the beft ; 
From hei^d to foot like hackney- coachmen drefs'd : 
Dochefs and Peereft too difcard their fear. 
Ponies in ffQit, my Lady in the rear, 
A female phaeton all danger mocks, 
Half-coat, half-petticoAU ihe mounts the bozi 

Wrapt 
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Wrapt in a dully whirlwind fcours the plains. 
And cutting— jehu!*--whiftUng — holds the rdns. 
Happy, thrice happy» Britain, is thy ftate. 
In the Year fcventccn hundred and feventy-eighty 
When each fex drives At foch a furious rate. 

The modiih Artifl, Playwright, or Coachmaker, 
In Grub-Ilreet (larv'd, or thriving in Long- Acre; 
To fuit the times, and tally with the mode. 
Mud travel in the beaten turnpike-road ; 
Wherefore our crane-ueckM Manager to-day 
Upon four Ads attempts to run his Play : 
A fifth he fears you'd deem the Bards reproach» 
A mere fifth wheel that would but (lop the coack. 
With Two-ad Pieces what machines agree? 
Buggies, tim-whiflcies, or fqueezed ws^a-^ii. 
Where two (it face to face, and knee to knee. 
What is a Piece in one (hort Adl comprefs'd ? 
A wheel-barrow, or Sulky at the be(l. 
A fcale fo fmall, the Bard would fuffer for*t|. 
You'd fay his Farce was like himfelf— too (hort^ 
Yet anxious with your fmiles his work to crown,, 
lb many a varied (hape he courts the Town. 
Sometimes he drives^if Brother Bards implore | 
Sometimes he in a Prologue trots before,^ 
Or in an Epilogue gets up behind— 
Happy in all, lo you appear but kind*. 
His vehicle to-day may none reproach^ 
Nor take it for a hearfe,, or mourning coach. 
'Tis troe, a gloomy outfide he has wrought^ 
That rather threatens than doth promife aught i 
Yet from black fiin'ral, like his Brother Bayes^ 
A nuptial banquet he intends to raife. 
We do but jeft — ^J§m injift-^no more— • 
And thus om Mercer to the world redore. 
Bat if a well-tim'd jeft (hould chance to fave 
One Mercer from perdition and the grave. 
All Ludgate-Hili be judge, it 'twere net kard,. 
Ftlo it ft ihoald you kring in the Bftrd* 
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318 THEATRICAL B O U QJU E T. 
EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY Mit. CARRICK. 

Spoken by Mifs Farrek*. 

THE Critics fay, and conftantly repeats 
That Woman asking Man 's a iiily chear^. 
That ev'n apon the Sta^e it (hoQld not pafs ; 
1 o which I fay— a Critic is an afs. 
/s Man, true Man we coald not well deceive, 
Bu' we, like modi(h Things, may make believe. 
Would it be thought I gave myfelf great airs» 
To put my Manhood on a foot with their's ? 
Speak, you that are Men, is my pride too great 
To think you'd rather have with roe^— a tete-a-ttti^ 

• n this our Play what dangers have I run ! 
What hair-breadth *fcapes \ and yet the prize have WOB^ 
Is it a prize? He may prove crofs, or jealous. 
In Marriage-lotteries the knowing tell us. 
Among our modern youths much danger lies. 
There are a hundred blanks for one poor prize. 
Was 1 not bold, ye fair, to undertake 
To tame that wildeft animal — a Rake ! 
To lead a Tyger in a filken ftrit>gi 
Hu(h the louaftorm, and clip the Whirlwind's wingT 
My pride was piqued, all dangers I would thro% 
To have her way what would not woman do ! 

The Papers fwarm each day with- patent puffers 
For fmoaky chininies — powders— moo fe-traps—-fBoilers ^. 
And I could Fame as well as fortune raife. 
To cure by Patent, laJvUi Anghife. 
I'm fure you all my noflrum will approve. 
By Nature's guidance let yoar paflions move. 
Drive out that Demon gaming, by the Angel love* 
But ladies, if you wi(h to know my plan. 
By flraugtro, not force, attack your man* 
By open war the danger is- increas'd ; 
Ufe gentle means to foothe the favage bead. 
If whea his blood boils o'er, yours bubbles too» 
Then all is lo^ and tbere'a the Devil to do. 

Piff, 



\ 
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Piff, pufFy blown op at once the lover'f part, 1 

He fnaps hischain, — and madam — breaks her heart— f 
Hymen pu& out his torch, and Capid blunts^ his dart. > 
Thus ends the Farce, or Tragiedy of love f 
But ladies, if your fparks ar« given to rove. 
From my experience take one general rule- 
Cool as he warms, and love will never cool. 
If fmoak prevails, and the choak'd flame is dyings 
Then gently fan it with foroe little fighing ; 
Then drop into the flame a tear or two,. 
And, blazing up, like oU 'twill burn him thro';. 
Then add kind looks, fofc words, fweet fmiles — no poo^ 
And take my word the flame will ne'er go out. 
Thefe, with good humour mix'd, the balm of life,. 
Will be the bell receipt for Maid or Wife. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF THE 

FATHERS.. 

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

And fpoken by Mr. King. 

WHEN from the World departs a Son of Fame^ 
His deeds or works embalm his precious name;: 
Yet not content, the Public call for Art, 
To refcue from the tomb his mortal part ; 
Demand the Painter's and the Sculptor's hand. 
To fpread his mimic form throoghout the land : 
A form, perhaps,- which living, was nej^ieded^ 
And when it could not feel refpe^l, re(peded. 
This ni^rht no bufl or picture claims your praife^ 
Our claim's fuperior— we his Spirit raife : 
From Time's dark florehoufe bring a long-loft Play,. 
And drag it from oblivion into day. 

But who the Author ? Need I name the Wit, 
Whom Nature prompted at his Genius writ ; 
Truth fmil'd on Fancy for each well- wrought ftory. 
Where Charade* live, aft, and ftand before ye. 

9 . ' ^^^\^^5i 
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Suppofe thefe Charaders, varioat as they are, 
TJic Knave, the Fool, the worthy, Wife, anj Fair, 
For and againft the Anchor pleading at yoor Bin 

Firll pleads Tom Jems — grateful his heart and warm ; 
** Brave, gen'rous Britons-^fiiield this flay from harm: 
** My beft friend wrote it ; fhould it not uicceed* 
•*^ Tho' with my Sophy bleft— my heart will bleed** — 
Then from his face he wipes the manly tear. 

•• Courage, my Mafter, Par/ riJgi cries, don't fifiar: 
** Should Envy's ferpents kifs, or Malice frown, 
" Tho' I'm a coward, zounds ! Til knock 'em down.** 

Nejtt, fwcet Sophia comes (he cannot fpeak'* ■■ 

Mcr widies for the Play o'crfprcad her cheek ; 
In cv'ry look her fentiments^ou read; 
And more than eloquence her blulhes plead. 

Now BlifiJ bows — with fmiles his falfe heart gilding, 
•* He was my foe — I beg yoa*ll damn this Fieldinc-**^ 

•* Right, Th^wnc^um TOtLTs — no mercy, Sirs, I pray; 
•* Scourge the dead Author, thro* his orphan Play.** 

** What words ! (cries Par/en Ai/ams) fie, fie, difowa 
*eml 

*< Good Lord de mortuis nil nifi bonum! 

" i— -If fuch are ChriftianTeachers, who'H revere 'cm— 
*^ — And thus they preach, the I^v'l alone (hould hear 
'em!" 

Now Slipjlop enters— ** Tho' xkCxtftriif^mng nim^Ant 
^ *Saitcd my virtue, whtck waa e^Kxflagrani^ 
** Yet, like black 'Thello». I'd bear fcorns and whips^ 
** Slip into poverty to the veiy hips, 
** T* ixult this play— May it ^ieerea/e in iavovr, 
** And be its fame iwmnrialiKd for ever T* 

'Squire Wiflern^ reeling, with Odlober mellow, 
" Tally-hoe I— Boys !—Yoicks— Critics 1 Hunt tiie fet^ 

low! 
^ Damn 'era, thefe wits are <v«rMf«/ not worth breedings 
** What good e'er came of writing and of reading f** 

Next comes, brim-full of fpite and politicsy 
His Sifter Jf^eftirm^-^nd thus deeply fpeaks : 
** Wits are arm'd pow'rs-^'Like France attack tHe foe |; 
*' Negociate till they fleep— then firike the blow 1'* 
Jilwirtfy lad pleads to your noUeft pafltoat— 
^ Vir Mn'xoBft leadera of the taftc and faihiont, 

** Departed 
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Departed Gcniaji Ml kis orphan ptey 
To your kwid icare^wbat the d^tid wilU, obey : 
O then rrfpoa the Futher's fond beqncft. 
And make Jiis widow imilc, hU ffwrk reft. ' 



E P I L O G U E. 

TO THE SAME. 
yrtLlTTEK »Y MR. GARRICIU 

And fpoken by Mifs Young« 

PROLOGUES and Epilogaes— to fpcak the phraft 
Which fuics the warlike fpirit of thefe days 

Arc cannon charg'dr or fliould be charg'd, with wk^ 

Which, pointed well, each rifsng folly hit.- 

By a late General who commanckd here. 

And fought our bloodlefs battles many a year I 

'iMongft other favours were conferr'd on mc,. 

He made me Captain of Artillery !— ^ 

At various follies many guns I £r'd. 

Hit 'em point-blank, and thought the foe fetlr'd;«*«» 

But vainly thought — for, to my great furprize. 

They now are rank and hlc before my eyes ! 

Nay, to retreat may even me oblige ; 

The works of .Folly Hand the longcft ficge ! 

With what brifk firing, and what thunder-clapi,. 

Did I attack thofe high-built cadles — Caps 1 

But (ow'ring Hill, chey fwell in lofty (late, 

Nor (Irike one ribband to capitulate ; .■■ 

Whilft beaut behind, thus peeping, and thus bent,. 

Are the befieg'dr behind the battlement : 

But you are conquerors. Ladies — have no dread ; 

Henceforth in peace enjoy the cloud^cap* d head ! 

We fcorn to ape the French, their tricks give o*cr»« 

Kor at your rigging fire one cannon more! 

And now ye Backs, and Bncklings of the age^ 

Tho' Caps are clear, yoor Hats ihat) fell my rage ; 

The High<cock'd, Half-cock'd, Quaker, and the SIoach» 

Have at ye all !— I'll hit yod, tho' ye crouch. 

We read in HtaQry-r^oike William TefU 

Aok luiAcft Swifiij with arrowt ihot Co ?itU, 
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On his Ton's head he aimM with fo much care^ 

He'd hit an apple, and not touch one hair : 

So I, with Inch like (kill, but much iefs paiD» 

Will ftrike your Hats ofF, and not touch your brain Y 

To curfe our head-drefs ! a'n*t yoa pretty fellows 1 

Pray who can fee thro' your broad-brim'd nmbrellai ? 

That pent-houfe worn by flim Sir Dainty Dandle, 

Seems to extinguifh a poor farthing candle—- 

We look his body thro*. — But what fair She 

Thro' the broad cloud that's round his head can- fee ? 

Time was, when Briton's to the boxes came 

Quite fpruce, and chapeau has addrefs'd each dame. 

Now in flapt hats and dirty boots they come. 

Look knowing thus — to every female dumb ; 

But roar out— Hey, Jack ! (o^ Will ! you there, Tom ? 

Both, fides have errors that there*s no concealing ; 

We'd lower our heads, had but men's hearts fome feeling^. 

Vallance, my fpark, play*d off his modifh airs. 

But Nature gave us wit to cope with theirs ; 

Our fex have fome faults won't bear defending, 

And tho' near perfe£l, want a little mending; 

Let Lo*ue Hep forth, and claim from both- allegiance^ 

And bring back Caps and Hats to due obedience- 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE LAW OF 

L O M B A R D v.. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR. 

Spoken by Mr. Farren. 

HARD is the taflc in modem days^to chooAi 
Congenial fubjedts for the Tragic Mufe I 
The hiftorian's page, the fertile epic ilore. 
Were known, and ranfack*d centuries before^ 
Like lufcious gardens, unenclos'd they lay. 
To every faunt'ring Bard an eafy prey. > 
They enter'd, and, as tafte impeU'd, they fed ^ 
On Homer fome, m4 ibnie on Hollnigihead; 
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From loftieit n ambers, or from humblefl profe. 
As each confpir'dy the artlefs flradiures rofe. 
Thus one great labour of their work was o'er. 
They found a fable, and they fought no more. 
Careiefs were they of adion» place, or time, 
Whofe only toil was dialogue and rhyme. 
•• Rules which the rigid Stagy rite dcvis'd, 
•• Our fathers knew not, or, if known, dcfpis'd.** 
Whilft, fide by fide, were mingled in the fccne, 
A laughing Ruftlc, and a weeping Queen. 
Space was obedient to the boundlefs piece. 
That op'd in Mexico, and clos'd in Greece. 
Then thick with plots the crowded tali was fowilf 
'Till the divided bofom felt for none ; 
** They fear*d no cenfures of a frowning Pit, 
*• That judg'd as loofely as the Authors writ.*' 
But we, vl^ho polled in Time's tardy rear. 
Before a learn*d Tribunal now appear s 
With anxious art a fable mud dedgn. 
Where probality and intereft join j 
Where time, and place, and adion, all agree 
To violate no facred unity. 
And thus each candid Critic muft confeft 
The labour greater, and indulgence lefs : 
When fuch the talk, the wonder is to meet» 
Not many pieces bad, but one complete. 
Nor let prefumptuous Poets fondly claim 
From rules exemption, by great Shakefpear's name| 
Though comets move with wild eccentric force. 
Yet humbler planets keep their dated courfe. 
- But now, a Bard, who touch'd your hearts before. 
Again falutes you from a neighbouring (hore. 
Fir'd by the applaufe you gave his early lays. 
He (lands again a candidate for praife ; 
Nor from your former favour dares forefee 
To worthlefs drains a partial delliny. 
But if his virgin palm was fairly won,. 
And this next courfe with equal vigour'^s run. 
Now join to bind his frefher laurels on. 
He fears no jaundic'd rival's envious breath. 
The hands which twin'd, will ftill preferve the wreath« 
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" For (hoald he Lady W. find willing^ 

'* lf^0rmwoo4fii bitter."— <* Oh ! that's me— the TillaiD I 

** Throw it behind the fire, and never inore 

'* Let that vile paper come withia my door.*' 

Thus at 00 r friends we laugh » who feel the dart ^ 
To reach cyr feelingi, we cursives muil finart. 
Is oar young Bard k> young, to think that he 
Can (lop the full fpring-tide of calumny ? 
Knows he the world fo little, and its trade ?--« 
Alas ! the devil's fooner rii/'/V than Aii/. 
So flrong, fo fwift the moniler, there's no gagging; 
Cut Scandal's head ofF-^ilill the tongue is wagging* 
Proud of your fmiles, once laviflily beflow'd. 
Again our young Don Quixote takes the roadf 
To Hiew his gratitude, he draws his pen, 
And feeks this hydra, Scandal, in it» den ;. 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to fave— 
Though he ihould fall, th' attempt moil pUafe the braver. 
For yonr applaufe, all perils he would through | ^ 

He'll fight— that's write— a cavalicro true, ( 

Till ev^ drop of blood— that's ink— is fpllt for yoo« ) 



PROLOGUE. 

TO 

THE T I M E S* 

Spoken by Mr. King* 

TO glow with ardour, and attempt with zeal 
The reformation of the public wea>, 
Are the high duty of the Comic Mufi ; 
And tho' keen Attic Salt allowed to ufe^ 
To feafon Precept, and with Art to tickle 
The fores (he means to wa(h with (harpeft pickle. 
Yet not the rofy, pulpited Divine, 
Nor lank-hair'd Methodift with rneful whine. 
Is more intent to root out Vice and Folly, 
And make ye all lead lives difcreet and holy.—* 

Yet why to clear the field were all their toil. 
If weeds o'erfpread not the luxuriant foil f 

Cw^rero 
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C©ngreve or Wcftley, Whitfield or Moliere, 
In vaia might prompt the laugh, or bribe the tear. 
If no man felt, or in himfelf, or neighbour, 
Some failing to call forth the zealot's labour ;— 
If no fair dame defcrib'd, 'mtdfl her acquaintance. 
Some few who might be mended by repentance, 

Loofe as the buxom air, the Youth from College 
Comes fraught with all Newmarket's hopeful knowledge ; 
In hafte to ^end the Eftate, not yet his own. 
Completes his ruin ere his beard is grown ; 
And when to foreign climes he fpreads the fail, 
*Tis not to enlarge his mind, but 'fcape a jail. 

Then blefs the Poet, happy the Divine, 
When Folly gives the Tott from Fafliion's Shrine ! 
But whilfl the Priell and Satirift reprove 
Thofe vices which provoke the wrath oijovtf 
Our Author, like the patient Angler fitting 
To catch fmall fry, for humbler palates fitting. 
Has ferv'd a Meal, not feafon'd high with crimes 
Taile it, and if approved, applaud The TIMES. 



EPILOGUE. 

TO THE SAME. 

Spoken by Mifs Farren. 

WHILE grave-paced Tragedy, with Ob's and Starts! 
Flies at high game, to move and mend your hearts. 
We merrier folks with fpirits blithe and jolly, 
J Lift perch upon feme liitle fprig of folly ; 
For, in this age, fo pious, chafte, and grave. 
To rail at vice, muft furely be to rave! 

Yet thanks to here and there a modifh fool. 
The Comic Muft tnsLy glean fome ridicule. 
Jews will be Jews, if dupes can yet be found. 
And if one frail one's left on Englifh ground. 
She'll find a Phaeton and pair of ponies 
To elope — for all men are not Macaronies :— 
Thofe precious Dears, at lead, would make her wait-«< 
'Twould be fo vulgar, not to be too late. 

Our fex — but fiiall I charge the weaker kind ? 
Or can thofe fail to flray, whofe guides axe bllad I 
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Let men reforni themfelvei^ they're oor examples -^^-^ 

And goods prove feldom better than their famples. 

In former times the gallant Britifli Youth 

Were formed for Chivalry, and Love^ and Trath*- 

In foch an Age, in fuch a virtuous Nation, 

Love was in women aimoft infpiration.— 

But now, alas I I fpeak without a jeft* 

Women are not iofpired^-^they're but po/Teft. 

Men are our pilots ! They ihould mark the (helves ; 

For when they blame us, they reproach thcmfeires. 



PROLOGUE 

T O 

FATAL FALSHOOD, 

A TRAGEDY BY THE AUTHOR OF PERCY. 
WRITTEN BV THE AUTHOR. 

And fpoken by Mr, Hull. 

OUR modern Poets (caret know how to chufe 
A fubjedl worthy of the Tragk: Mufc ; 
For Bards fo well have glcan'd th* hiiloric field. 
That fcarce one (heaf, th' cxhaufted Ancients yield; 
Ahd thefe, our timid Author leaves to Men, 
For claflic'thexnes demand a daflic pen : 
Yet ftill the wilds of Fidlion open lie, 
A flow'ry profp^fl, and a boundlefs fky : 
But hard the tafic the fobcr path to chufe, 
And wand'ring Fancy's treacherous baits refufe. 
-*She dares not touch the Drama's nobler firings. 
The fate of nations, and the fall of kings ; 
The humbler fcenes of private life ihe fhews, 
A fimple (lory of domellic woes* 
The weight of crowns, a kingdom's weal or woe. 
How few can judge, becaufe how few can know.! 
But here you all may boafl the Critic's art. 
Here all are Judges — who poflcfs a heart. 
To govern Empires is the lot of few, 
Bot all who lire have Pi\Jp§ni to fubdue; 

And 
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And cv'n by Patriots let it be confcfsM, 
4'be/t Rebel fubjefts ought to be fupprefsM, 
Thefe ravagers which fpoil the bninan bread. 
Oh ! deign to learn this obvioas leflbn here ! 
The verie is feeble, but the moral clear. 
Your candour once endur'd our Author's lays^ 
£ndure them now — that will be ample praife. 



} 
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EPILOGUE. 

TO TH E SAME. 
•WRITTEN BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESq* 

And fpoken by Mr. Lee Lewi^. 

U'NHAND me, Gentlemen, by Heaven I fay, 
Pll make a ghoft of him who bars my way. ' 

IBthiiui tin Scim$. 
Forth let me come — A Poetafter true. 
As lean as Envy, and as baneful too; 
On the dull audience let me vent my rage. 
Or drive fhefe Female fcribblcrs from the flagc : 
For Scene or Hiftory, we've none but thcfe. 
The law of Liberty and Wit they feize. 
In Tragic — Comic — Paftoral — they dare to pleafe. 
Each puny Bard muft furely burfl with fpite. 
To find that Women with fuch Fame can write; 
But, Oh ! your partial favour is the caufe. 
Who feed their follies with fuch full applaufe; 
Yet dill our tribe fhall fcek to blail their fame. 
And ridicule each fair pretender's aim ; 
Where the dull duties of domeilic life 
Wage with the Mufe's toils eternal ftrife. 

What motley cares CorilWi mind perplex, 
"While maids and metaphors confpire to vex I 
In iludious defliabille behold her (it, 
A lettered goflip, and a houfewife wit ; 
At once invoking, though for different views. 
Her Gods, her Cook, her Milliner, and Mufe, 
Round her flrew'd room a frippery chaos lies, 
A chequer'd wreck of notahlt and nui/t ; 
Bills, books, caps, couplets, combs, a vary'dma.^^ 
Opprefs the toiler, and obfcure the s\«f« \ 
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Unfinifh'd here an epigram is laid. 

And there, a Mantua*inaker's bill unpaid ; 

There new-born Plays foretafte the Town's applaufe. 

There, dormant patterns pine for fnture gauze. 

A moral EiTay now is all her care, 

A Satire next, and then a Bill of Fare. 

A Scene ihe now projeds, and now a Diihy 

Here's Aa the Firft— and here— *• Remove with Fi(h.*» 

Now while this eye in a fine phrenzy rolls. 

That foberly calls op a bill for coals ; 

Black pins and daggers in one leaf (he Hicks, 

And tears and thread, and bowls and thimbles mix« 

Safph§i 'tis true, long versM in epic fong. 
For years efteem'd all hoolhold (ludies wrong ; 
When, dire miihap ! though neither (hame nor fin, 
Sappho herfelf, and not her Mufe, lies in. 
The Virgin Nine in terror fly the bower. 
And matron Juno claims de(potic power ; 
Soon Gothic hags the claflic pile overturn, 
A Caudle-cup fupplants the facred urn ; 
Nor book nor implement efcape their rage. 
They fpike the ink-ftand, and they rend the page; 
Poems and Plays one barbarous fate partake, 
Ovid and Plautus faffer at the ilake. 
And Ariftotle's only fav'd — to wrap plumcake. 

Yet, (hall a Woman tempt the tragic fcene ? 
And dare — But hold — I muft reprefs my fplecn ; 
I fee your hearts are pledg'd to her applaufe. 
While Shakefpeare's fpirit feems to aid her caufe ; 
Well pleas'd to aid — fince o'er his facred bier 1 

A female * hand did ample trophies rear, > 

And gave the greened laurel that is worfliipM there, j 

•^ffj. Montagu, 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BELLE'S STRATAGEMv 

M[SfiaJis wthottf.l 
AKE way— fnake way» good folks ! I mall apptari 
Nay, let mc pafs — ^You won't— why then— 

[Etitir.] ■ ■ Tin heitt 

Pray welcome me, Pve had z/qutedging bout; 
Yoo'd blefs your eyes, coald they but fee our rout: 
We've all the com(>any behind the fcenes. 
Up from their Train-bearers, to tragic Queelis ; 
There's Harlequin, and Punch, and Banquets Ghoft, 
And all the foldiers*— Richmond's conqu'ring hoft ; 
And Richard's troops^nay, honed Bayes's too. 
Mud all this night perform a grand review. 
Then all are angry — lowering difcontent 
Sat on each brow— when thus they gave it vent : 
There, there's a part! juft two lines and a letter-^ 
And mine, cry'd one, is rather worfe than better ; 
I'm three times doubled— twice I'm deaf and dumb. 
Nod, fmile, bow round, look grave-'^or bite my thumb ; 
The third — a miracle ! like Bacon't head 
Utter three words — and thofe three words are lead. 

You grumble ! faid a third, then I (hould rave ; 
A part like mine, no author ever gave: 
A Lord I'm titled ; and, to fpeak out plain. 
Few on thefe boards could half fo well fuilain 
The grace and proper a^on of a Peer, 
The eafe, the loll, the ihrug, the carelefs fneer. 
But tho' our author thinks in wife debate, 
la fenate feated, on affairs of ftate 
I might hold forth — yet in her curied play, 
The deuce a word am I allow'd to fay ; 
Or rather coop'd, like other folks we know. 
Between two barren adverbs— if)p/, and No» 
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*Tis dmt we're fenr'd, when faacy Women write ; 
Grant me, yejGods, no more to fee the night. 
When Lidy-writers crood oar Co?ent iUgel— ■ 
Ye §tiir Gods, affift my mighty rage ! 

Another cries. Why, friend, fome foiki are oit ; 
AboQt a Comedy make all thii rout ! 
A Pantomime indeed, 'twere fenfe and reaibn ; 
They bring the chink, boys — theyMl run iliro' a feafon, 
A Comedy may yawn its nine nights through. 
And then to mortal troubles bid adieu ; 
Secure upon its (helf fnpinely lie, 
Remov'd from ev'ry thought and ertry eye* 

No, no, a fifth man cryM, the Prefs fucceeds, 
'Tis then we know its merits and its deeds: 
Adlors are thank*d for having done fo well. 
And told how wunfiroujly they all excel \ 
The Town is thank'd, for having (hewn it*s tafte. 
In clapping, bravoing— - 

[Prompttr witifout.] — -r — " Pray, Sir, make htftcl 
" A long-fpun Prologue isn't worth a pin." 
D'ye think fo, Mr. Wild ? then I'll go in. 
Vet here permit me, each fucceeding day. 
To iiatmn the Author— but ohljavi her pfay. 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE aAME. 

NA Y, ceafe, and hear me ! I am come to fcold ! 
—Whence this night's plaudits to a thought fo old f 
To gain a lover, hid behind a maOc ! 
Ha, ha — What's new in that, or where the mighty talk ? 
For inAancr, now— What Lady Bab, or Grace, 
£*er won a lover in her natural {zee ? 
Miftake me not — French red, or blanching creams^ 
1 (loop not to, for thefe are hackney'd themes. 
The arts I mean are harder to dete6^, 
Eafier put on, and worn to more effei^. 
As thus— — 

10 Doth 
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/ Doth Pride and Envy, with their horrid lines, 
■ Dcflroy th' effeft of Nature's fwcct defigns ? 

I — The maflc of/e/ini/s is at once apply'd, 

; And gentleil manners ornament the Bride. 

Do thoughts too free inform the Vcftal's eye, 

' Or point the glance, or warm the ftruggling figh ? 

'—Not Dian*8 brows more rigid looks difdoie, 
And Virtue*s blulh appears where paffion glows. 
[To the Pit.] 
And you, my gentle Sirs, wear vizors too $ 
Bat here V\\ ft rip ye, and expofe to view 
Your hidden features. — Firft, I point at you. 
That well-fluPd waiftcoat, and that ruddy cheek. 
That ample forehead, and that chin fo fleek, 
P^int out good-nature, and a genVous heart. 
— Tyrant! ftand forth, and confcious own thy part; 
Thy wife, thy children, tremble in thy eye. 
And peace is banifh'd, when the Father's nigh. 

You there — deck*d forth in wig io/nug and brown. 
Who'd take you for the vcricft Rake in town ? 
In Farringdon luithin^ your warehoufe ftands, 
' Tis there you fill your purfe, and — rub your hands. 
Your chapmen gone—** Come hither, Dick," you cry, 
** And to the counter caft a careful eye. 
** On bnfinefs I am going — rot the man, 
'* To give me all this plague ! but no one can 
** In trade e*er rife without great care and trouble; 
'* Remember this, or you'll be made a bubble^" 
Then fteai into a hack, and leave the city. 
To be a bubble — to your fmirking Kitty. 

Sure 'tis enchantment ! fee from ev'ry fide 
Your mafks fall off— in charity I hide 
The monilrous features rufhing on my view;— - 
Fear not there. Grand- papa— nor you — nor you ! 
For (hould I (hew your faces to each other. 
Not one amongft ye*d know his friend or brother. 
Tit plain then all the world, from youth to age, 
Appear in mafks — here only, on the ftage. 
You fee us as we are — here truft your eyes. 
Our wiih to pleafe admits of no difguife. 

FINIS. 



